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Commemorating 
tlie  72nd  Qxaduation 


rom 


the 


School  of)  J^IurHng 
Tjoxonto  Qenexal  Jdodpital 

1954 


"Wz  proudly  dedicate  this  first  issue  to  the  student  nurses 
of  the  future  tiihom,  ttie  trust,  toil!  carry  on  the  tradition  thus 
formed  With  dignity,  honour,  and  the  true  spirit  of  our  chosen 
profession." 


It  is  a  pleasure  for  me  on  behalf  of  the  Staff  of  the  Hospital  to  bring  greetings 
to  the  School  of  nursing  of  the  Toronto  General  on  this  occasion. 

We  are  all  tremendously  interested  in  your  Tear  Book,  the  first  to  be  published 
in  many  years,  and  sincerely  congratulate  you  on  your  accomplishment. 

We  would  like  to  extend  to  all  the  student  nurses,  and  particularly  to  those  in 
the  i gg4  Graduating  Class,  our  sincere  wish  that  you  have  every  success  and  happi¬ 
ness  in  the  future. 


J.  E.  SHARPE,  O.B.E.,  M.D., 
Superintendent,  Toronto  General  Hospital. 
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The  first  publication  of  “The  Students*  Tear  Book”  is  a  magnificent  effort  on 
the  part  of  the  student  nurses  of  this  Hospital ,  which  I  am  certain  will  be  treasured 
by  all  who  read  it. 

On  behalf  of  the  Board  of  Trustees  it  a\ffords  me  great  pleasure  in  extending 
to  the  student  nurses  congratulations  and  best  wishes  for  continued  success. 


NORMAN  G.  URQUHART,  C.B.E., 
Chairman,  Board  of  Trusteess, 

Toronto  General  Hospital. 
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Many  years  have  passed  since  the  Students  of  the  School  of  Nursing,  Toronto 
General  Hospital,  published  a  year  book.  The  project  is  a  matter  of  considerable 
satisfaction,  and  a  means  of  developing  interests  and  talents.  Numerous  persons 
have  participated  in  this  extra-curricular  activity. 

Greetings,  and  best  wishes  are  extended  to  the  Editorial  Committee  of  the  Tear 
Book,  Members  of  the  1954  Graduating  Class,  and  all  the  Student  Nurses. 

May  you  be  richly  blessed,  and  prove  a  blessing  to  others. 


MARY  E.  MACFARLAND,  Reg.  N., 
Superintendent  of  Nursing. 
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CLINICAL  INSRTUCTERS 


FIRST  ROW  (left  to  right):  Ruth  Leavens,  Dorothy  Dix,  Margaret  Johnston,  Marion 
,  Markle,  Leonie  Bogle. 

SECOND  ROW:  Mrs.  Elizabeth  Kimoff,  Jean  Dodds,  Jean  Lawson,  Josephine  Lepan, 
Elvie  Follett. 


CLASSROOM  INSTRUCTERS 


FRONT  ROW  (left  to  right) :  Mrs.  Audrey  Abbey  Janet  Cameron,  Mrs.  Marion  Kuhms. 
BACK  ROW:  Eileen  Minty,  Mabel  Jennings. 
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YEAR  BOOK  STAFF 


Maggie  Gray 
Photography 


Jacqueline  Christon 
Business  Manager 


Shirley  Russell 
Photography 


Ev  Kent 
Literary 


Anne  Nemerosky 
Literary 


Mary  Gardner 
Chairman 


Judy  McPherson 
Literary 


Shirley  Snedden 
Humour 


Kay  McMillan 
Humour 


Judy  Foran 
Grad  Class 


Barb  Durnin 
Grad  Class 


0 


*** 


D.  Dix 


J.  Dodds 


H.  McLaren 


J.  LePan 


M.  Markle 


Staff  Advisors 


EDITORIAL 


ELIZABETH  NIXON 
ASSIST.  EDITOR 


Editorials  are  written  to  be  impressive  or  expressive;  Year  Books  may  be  serious 
or  otherwise.  We  venture  to  say  the  thought  underlying  this  issue  is  largely  and 
intentionally  of  the  latter.  Within  the  Hospital  and  its  varied  departments,  the 
occasional  glimpse  of  humour  offsets  the  stern  realities  of  life  in  its  effort  to  main¬ 
tain  a  normal  balance  in  the  fine  art  of  living.  In  this  edition  we  have  tried  to 
capture  a  few  fragments  of  the  happy  events,  the  happy  times,  and  the  happy 
memories  of  our  three  years  as  a  student  nurse. 

That  it  may  serve  to  revive  pleasant  memories  or  to  amuse  for  a  brief  half  hour 
is  our  highest  hope.  To  thank  those  of  you  who  have  helped  in  the  production  of 
this  Year  Book  we  know  not  where  to  begin  —  to  “Nix”  my  right-hand  gal,  to  the 
Editorial  Staff,  to  Carol  and  Mary  for  their  artwork,  to  those  on  the  Hospital  Staff, 
and,  of  course,  our  readers. 

To  the  graduate  nurses  of  the  future  we  wish  you  the  best  in  ’55  and  the  many 
years  to  follow. 


I  I 


Gwen  Prout,  Editor. 


“CONGRATULATIONS  AND  BEST  WISHES  FROM  THE  DIETARY  STAFF  TO  THE 
GRADUATING  CLASS  OF  1954.  WE  HAVE  ENjOYED  WORKING  WITH  YOU.” 


FIRST  ROW  (le.t  to  right):  Joyce  Mayo  Francoise  Carignon,  Daryl  Muir,  Martha 
Rider,  Pat  Lyon,  /Xynsley  Taft,  Frances  Bartram,  Gail  Campbell. 

SECOND  ROW:  Mrs.  Marg.  Grapes,  Helen  Hood,  Mrs.  Marg.  Dickinson,  Marilyn  Buch¬ 
anan,  Mi&s  Keichen,  Gertrude  Born,  Betty  Upton,  Lois  Fyfe,  Eva  Craig. 

THIRD  ROW:  Mrs.  Wilda  Quail,  Mrs.  Sheila  White,  Mrs.  Susan  McLean,  Kay  Shand, 
Wyne  Chaplin. 


:OM  LEFT  TO  RIGHT:  Joyce  Mitchell,  Mrs.  Wilda  Quail,  Miss  Wyne  Chaplin, 
Do  3  Bateman,  Mrs  Margaret  Dickinson. 

“DID  DIABETICS  EVER  FARE  SO  WELL?” 


To  the  Graduating  Class  of  1954: 

Graduation  Day  approaches  and  soon  the  three  years 
spent  in  preparing  for  your  chosen  field  will  be  but  a  happy  memory. 

As  you  anticipate  the  future,  it  is  natural  that  you  should  look  for 
bonds  which  in  the  past  have  promoted  a  spirit  of  unity  and  friendship 
among  the  graduates  of  your  School. 

This  year  marks  the  Sixtieth  Anniversary  of  the  founding 
of  the  Alumnae  Association  of  the  Toronto  General  Hospital  School  of 
Nursing.  We  rejoice  in  the  opportunity  to  pay  tribute  to  the  pioneers 
in  our  Association,  who  through  their  individual  endeavours  and  whole¬ 
hearted  support  have  made  history  by  their  steadfast  contributions  to  the 
nursing  profession.  At  the  same  time  we  welcome  you,  the  graduates  in 
our  Diamond  Jubilee  Year,  to  membership  in  our  Association. 

With  you  the  lamp  we  share  -  "the  old  lamp  which  needs 
to  be  replenished  daily  with  new  spirit.  Only  by  its  light  can  your 
profession  fulfil  its  great  destiny  -  to  be  pathfinders  and  pacemakers  in 
making  the  world  a  home  for  mankind." 

We  wish  you  true  success  and  great  usefulness  in  the  years 
which  lie  ahead.  May  you  always  keep  before  you  the  motto  of  our 
Association,  "ut  Prosim  -  That  we  may  be  of  service". 

<?  ^  OuZ  (Ak.  fitu+zt 

Eugenie  M.  Stuart 
President 


3 ii  fficmoriani 


MARY  GEMMELL  HOWIE 

A  tribute  to  a  fellow  student 

Mary,  who  passed  away  December  ioth, 
1 953’  vv'ith  graduation  just  a  short  distance 
away,  will  always  be  remembered  in  the 
hearts  of  T.G.H. 

The  rolling  stream  of  life  rolls  by 
But  still  the  vacant  place, 

Recalls  the  laugh,  the  voice,  the  smile. 

Of  the  one  who  once  stood  by. 
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THE  TORONTO  GENERAL  HOSPITAL 
SCHOOL  OF  NURSING 
GRADUATING  EXERCISES 
OF  THE  CLASS  OF  1954 


Thursday,  June  3,  1954 
Convocation  Hall,  University  of  Toronto 

Programme 

Chairman— Mr.  Norman  C.  Urquhart,  C.B.E.,  Chairman,  Board  of  Trustees. 
Organist — -Dr.  T.  Alexander'  Davies. 

Prayer — Rev.  A.  E.  Toombs, 

Report — Mary  E.  Macfarland,  Superintendent  of  Nursing. 

Address— Dr.  Samuel  Beatty,  M.A.,  Ph.D.,  LL.D.,  F.R.S.C., 

Chancellor,  University  of  Toronto. 

Presentation  of  Pins  and  Diplomas — Miss  B.  C.  Woolfor'd. 

Presentation  of  Scholarships  and  Prizes — The  Donors. 

God  Save  the  Queen 
Scholarships  and  Prize  Winners 

The  Locke  Scholarship  for  Post-Graduate  Study  in  Nursing — 

Barbara  Ann  Lear,  Class  of  ’53,  Port  Credit. 

The  Larkin  Scholarship  for  Post-Graduate  Study  in  Nursing — Gwen  Prout,  Oshawa. 

The  Flavelle  Scholarships  for  Post-Graduate  Study  in  Nursing — 

Ruby  Karatsu,  Toronto,  and  Elizabeth  Pant'er,  Sudbury. 

The  Obstetrical  and  Gynaecologcial  Prize — Marjorie  Woodward,  Estevan,  Sask. 
The  General  Proficiency  Prize,  Senior  Year — Doris  Bateman,  Tweed. 

The  Highest  Standing  in  Theory — Doris  Clough,  Long  Branch. 

The  Gertrude  O’H  ara  Prize  for  Efficiency  in  Bedside  Nursing — 

Millicent  Hrytzay,  Toronto. 

The  Dr.  G.  A.  Bingham  Memorial  Prize  for  Proficiency  in  Operating  Room 

Technique — Nancy  Gammon,  Toronto. 

The  Mcllwraith  Prize  for  Proficiency  in  Obstetrical  Nursing — 

Ann  Sweetman,  Toronto. 

The  Coatsworth  Memorial  Prize  for  Proficiency  in  Medical  Nursing — 

Eileen  Mullen,  Toronto. 

The  Shields  and  Powell  Memorial  Prize  for  Proficiency  in  Surgical  Nursing — 

Lily  Fukumoto,  Toronto. 

The  Canadian  Nurse  Journal  Award  for  Greatest  Professional  Development — 

Sara  McCullough,  Ingersoll. 

The  Flavelle  Scholarship  for  General  Proficiency,  Intermediate  Year- — 

Anne  Nemerosky,  Brantford,  and  Norma  Messenger,  Amherst,  Nova  Scotia. 

The  Yuill  Memorial  Prize  for  General  Proficiency — Claire  Campbell,  Toronto. 

The  Hodgson  Memorial  Prize  for  Highest  Standing  in  Practical  Work — - 

Mary  Smith,  Owen  Sound. 

The  Highest  Standing  in  Theory — Jeanne  Thomson,  Lansing. 

The  Flavelle  Scholarship  for  General  Proficiency,  Junior  Year — 

Margaret  Drew,  Deloro. 
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ANNA  ABELE  Riga,  Latvia 

Has  two  full-time  interests,  her 
husband  and  nursing.  What’s  more, 
this  girl  of  ours  hopes  to  compli¬ 
cate  matters  with  a  P.  G.  course. 
Anna  also  joins  the  ranks  of  “In¬ 
fectious-haters.” 


URLA  ALLEN  Toronto 

One  of  the  Oakwoodites  who 
loves  N.F.C.  and  after  finishing  her 
training  is  headed  for  foreign  mis¬ 
sions.  One  of  our  classmates  who 
we  always  can  count  on  for  a  smile 
and  a  helping  hand. 


SYLVIA  BARONS  Riga,  Latvia 
Sylvia  was  light  of  Infectious 
with  a  cheery  “Good  Morning.”  She 
reads  night  and  day  and  usually 
starts  a  conversation  with  "Freud 
says”.  Her  future  lies  in  the  O.R. 


DORIS  BATEMAN  Tweed 

Dorie  is  tops  in  everything  and 
excels  in  T.L.C.  She  won  a  general 
proficiency  award  in  second  year 
and  to  add  to  her  good  fortune  has 
“sparkled”  since  July  ’53. 


GERALDINE  BAY  Toronto 

Our  silent  one,  who  kept  us  won¬ 
dering  what  she  would  do  next. 
Following  graduation  Gerry  leaves 
for  nursing  in  sunny  Florida. 

DOREEN  BLACKHAM  Toronto 
In  Doreen  we  have  another  dis¬ 
tinctive  “redhead”  who  of  late  has 
been  extremely  busy  with  a  cer¬ 
tain  X-ray  technician.  To  add  to 
her  many  good  qualities  she  is  a 
literary  critic  supreme! 


BARBARA  BLAIR  Elmira 

Curly  haired  Barb,  is  small,  but 
has  a  lot  of  power  behind  her 
punch.  Some  of  her  happiest  mo¬ 
ments  are  spent  on  water  skis  at 
her  cottage.  Her  ambition  is  to 
get  to  bed  early. 


JOAN  BROWN  Toronto 

“With  us  so  quiet  and  demure 
outside,  we  are  not  so  sure.”  Petite 
and  sweet,  Joanie’s  main  ambition 
is  to  be  independent. 
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MARGARET  BROWN  Oshawa 
We  shan’t  soon  forget  the  mag¬ 
nificent  role  she  played,  both  as 
President  of  the  Student  Council 
for  1953  and  as  chief  musician  of 
T.G.H.  In  1955  Bruno  departs  for 
Jonns  Hopkins  and  an  O.R.  course. 


CAROLYNNE  CAMERON  Ottawa 
Our  calm,  attractive  Carol,  sin¬ 
cerely  interested  in  the  finer  thjngs 
of  life,  and  believe  it  or  not,  is  an 
excellent  nurse. 


CHARLOTTE  CAMPBELL 

Toronto 

Tall,  blond  and  striking  that’s 
our  Char! 

If  supervisors  cross  her,  they’ll 
never  get  far — 

Says  Ho  Ho  Ho ,  ’til  the  clock 
strikes  two. 

To  achieve  all  those  children  — 
summer  letters  are  due. 


GLORIA  CHAPMAN  Toronto 

Here's  to  "Chappie”  who  flashes 
the  rock. 

Out  every  night,  if  just  for  a  walk. 

If  you  want  some  advice  she'll  lend 
an  ear, 

And  she  will  be  happily  married 
within  the  year. 


JACQUELINE  CHRISTON  Sarnia 
Our  efficient  well-chosen  class 
proctor,  with  the  winning  smile. 
Her  outstanding  leadership  and  in¬ 
terest  will  always  be  remembered 
by  her  fellow  classmates. 


DORIS  CLOUGH  Long  Branch 
Always  helpful  when  things  are 
in  a  muddle,  Doris  will  make  an 
ideal  public  health  nurse.  Her  am¬ 
bition  is  to  do  field  work  |n  China 
so  she  can  eat  her  favourite  food 
every  day.  At  present  her  main 
duty  is  getting  Shirley  up  every 
morning. 


ANNE  COLLISON 

Sault  Ste.  Marie 
Our  "petite”  blond  from  the 
Sault  has  won  the  hearts  of  many 
with  her  charming  smile  and  win¬ 
ning  ways.  Her  future  plans  in¬ 
clude  a  tour  of  the  U.S.A.  with  Leo. 


PATRICIA  COOPER  Toronto 

Arranging  parties  for  November '54 
With  "Coop's”  refreshments  we 
can’t  find  the  door, 

Forever  busy  and  always  on  the  go 
She’s  headed  for  Europe  and  from 
there,  we  don’t  know. 


U! 


KATHLEEN  CORRY  Preston 

A  hard  and  willing  worker  for 
the  N.C.F.  Her  future  endeavour 
is  to  complete  her  Bachelor  of 
Nursing  Science  degree  at  Wes¬ 
tern. 


RITA  COURVOISIER  Dundalk 
Rita  gave  U.  of  T.  a  try  in 
Honour  Science,  but  decided  T.G.H. 
was  better.  She  has  a  good  word 
for  everyone  and  a  real  sense  of 
humour  too.  In  bridge  she  is  a 
second  Josephine  Culbertson  and 
plans  to  marry  Scott  and  make 
Niagara  Falls  an  everlasting 
honeymoon. 


MARY  CRAWFORD  Wingham 
Mary  is  a  success  in  all  that  she 
attempts,  with  her  gay  smile  and 
warm  personality.  She  is  a  true 
friend.  Matrimony  will  be  her  next 
venture. 

MARY  CROSBY  Toronto 

"She  can  be  as  good  as  she 
pleases,  if  she  pleases  to  be  good.” 
There’s  never  a  dull  moment  in 
Croz’s  life  with  her  looks,  smile 
and  figure. 


i 


EDYTHE  CRUTCHLEY  Durham 
A  hockey  fan,  a  sincere  friend, 
a  girl  on  whom  we  can  depend. 
Assets — infectious  laugh  and  happy 
d  isposition. 

FRANCES  DAVIES  Trenton 

Fran  brought  a  little  bit  of  Eng¬ 
land  to  T.G.H.  She  has  high  aspir¬ 
ations  towards  Educational  Direc¬ 
tor.  Her  main  interests  include 
ballet,  opera,  and  classical  music. 


PATRICIA  DUNCAN  Toronto 

Quiet,  reserved  and  always  neat, 
One  of  her  patients  thought  her 
real  sweet, 

So  they  plan  to  marry,  out  Cooks- 
ville  way, 

And  have  six  children,  her  pros¬ 
pects  are  gay. 

BARBARA  DURNIN  Regina,  Sask 
From  the  wild  and  woolly  west 
comes  Barbie,  the  thinker,  who 
leaves  us  wondering  what’s  behind 
those  dark  brown  eyes.  A  Pogo  and 
Charleston  fan. 


!*• 


MARION  DZWIN  Unionville 

“These  things  were  sent  to  try  us.” 

The  class  individual,  with  the 
varied  personality,  who  is  much 
envied  for  her  pony  tail.  Marion’s 
main  interest  is  ballet,  at  which 
she  excels. 


JOYCE  EAGLESON  Toronto 

Loved  Burnside  and  aspires  to 
have  as  many  as  the  first  nursery 
holds.  Her  main  ambition  appears 
to  be  to  have  the  same  last  name 
as  her  room-mate  (these  cousins 
you  know).  Joyce’s  quiet,  method¬ 
ical  ways  and  winning  smile  have 
endeared  her  to  all  of  us. 


JACQUELINE  EMLYN  Kenora 
“She  who  laughs  last  has  had  the 
joke  explained  to  her.” 

Jake  of  the  slim  waist  and  enor¬ 
mous  anp^tite,  constantly  main¬ 
tains  her  individuality. 


ELIZABETH  ESTEY 

Vancouver,  B.C. 
Cute  and  petite,  that’s  just  our  Em, 
With  a  smile  for  all,  she’s  really 
a  gem, 

Soon  she’ll  return  to  the  wild 
woolly  West, 

To  Robert  and  marriage,  we  wish 
her  the  best. 

In  the  first  year  Beth  was  our 
class  proctor  and  at  present  is 
Chairman  of  the  Residence  Com¬ 
mittee. 


ELIZABETH  EVANS  Toronto 
Liz  deserves  a  special  mention, 
Because  she  heads  the  “Fire. Pre¬ 
vention”, 

Dreams  of  the  “Northlands”  all 
year  round. 

Quote  “It’s  devine”  is  her  favorite 
sound. 


JUNE  EWING  Orangeville 

November  ’54’s  Rembrandt.  May 
stay  and  do  post  graduate  work 
in  O.B.S.  June  is  the  girl  who  is 
forever  laughing  and  raring  to  go. 


JOAN  FARLEY  Oakville 

They  say  a  vampire  jet  has  class — 
But  they  have  nothing  on  this  fair 
lass. 

A  going  concern  from  night  ’til 
morn, 

Her  voice  competes  with  Harry’s 
horn. 

Joan’s  boundless  energy  and 
jovial  nature  will  remain  in  our 
memories  forever. 


MARGARET  FARR  Orillia 

From  a  boarding  school  this  maid 
did  come, 

To  dazzle  T.G.H.  with  all  her  fun. 

To  travel  broadly  a  great  aspira¬ 
tion. 

Psychiatric  nursing,  also  a  deter¬ 
mination. 


JUDITH  FORAN  Toronto 

To  “Jude,”  our  Proctor,  who  work¬ 
ed  like  a  beaver, 

And  “Oh”  on  those  weekends  when 
Jack  had  to  leave  her, 

In  nursing  she’ll  go  on  and  greatly 
excel, 

We  knew,  because  these  years  have 
proved  she’s  really  swell. 


AILEEN  FORS  Toronto 

Aileen  is  a  warm  and  sincere 
person  who  has  befriended  many 
of  her  classmates.  Her  main  ambi¬ 
tion  is  to  some  day  nurse  in  a 
small  hospital  for  incurable  chil¬ 
dren, 


LILY  FUKOMOTO  Toronto 

A  conscientious  nurse,  who  has 
surmounted  many  an  obstacle  to 
complete  her  interrupted  training. 
Congratulations,  Lil! 


NANCY  GAMMON  Toronto 

Our  dark,  vivacious  social  con¬ 
venor,  who  made  such  a  success 
of  the  Winter  Formal.  Her  ready 
and  sympathetic  interests  often 
provide  the  necessary  tonic  for 
the  blues. 


MARY  GARDNER  Mono  Mills 

President  of  the  Student  Coun¬ 
cil,  Mary  is  easily  recognized  by 
her  magnetic  personality  and  ami- 
ablity.  Asset — distinguished  white 
streak. 


ANN  GILDAY  Toronto 

Short  black  hair  and  big  dark  eye3, 
Sound  asleep  in  the  Annex  resides. 
‘Who  said  that”  is  her  favorite 
saying, 

And  we  hear  Dave  is  the  boy  who 
cends  her  swaying. 


MARY  JANE  G  ROT  H  I  E  R 

Woodstock 

“Get  thee  behind  me  Satan,  and 
push.” 

Beneath  her  demure  exterior, 
Mudge  is  a  lover  of  good  music 
and  always  the  life  of  the  party. 


ANNE  HENSHAW  Toronto 

An  all  important  pastime  during 
Anne’s  training  was  playing  the 
flute  in  the  U.  of  T.  band.  She 
plans  to  use  her  degree  in  Nursing 
but  a  music  course  at  an  American 
University  comes  first.  Her  beguil¬ 
ing  friendly  smile  is  a  trademark 
and  one  which  we’ll  not  soon  for¬ 
get. 
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FRANCES  HEWTON 

Lion’s  Head 
Fran’s  interests  are  reading 
good  books  and  parties.  Future 
plans  include  travel  on  the  conti¬ 
nent.  Probable  destination — nurs¬ 
ing  Arabs  in  a  pup  tent. 


BETTY  HILDITCH  Wiarton 

We’ll  always  remember  Betty 
for  her  characteristic  giggle  and 
scintillating  sense  of  humour.  After 
graduation  she  plans  to  travel  in 
Europe. 


JOAN  HOUGHTON  Toronto 

The  “patient  one”  who  has  been 
a  great  asset  to  her  class  with  her 
slow,  steady  manner  and  her  dry, 
humorous  wit.  Joan’s  main  ambi¬ 
tion  at  the  present  time  is  to  marry 
Roy  and  see  the  Maritimes. 


MILLIE  HRYT2AY  Toronto 

Sincerity,  kindness,  a  heart  that 
is  true,  maketh  a  good  nurse  and 
a  dear  friend  too.  Millie  enjoyed 
her  H.S.C.  affiliation  and  we  sus¬ 
pect  that  she  has  a  soft  spot  for 
paediatric  nursing.  A  truly  wonder¬ 
ful  person  who  won  the  award  for 
the  best  Bedside  Nursing  Care  at 
Graduation. 


BEVERLY  HUDSON  Toronto 

Our  tall  gal  who  keeps  her  eyes 
trained  on  New  York  fashions.  She 
has  plans  for  Europe  around  festi¬ 
val  time. 

DONNA  HUMPHRIES  Oshawa 

A  party  is  right  up  Donna’s  line, 
And  in  her  new  gown  she’ll  always 
shine, 

Off  to  Europe  she  plans  to  go. 

But  where,  oh,  where  will  be  her 
beau  ? 

Humph  has  a  great  sense  of 
humour  and  is  the  one  who  keeps 
us  all  in  stitches. 


ELEANOR  HURST  Toronto 

The  pretty  gal  with  the  winsome 
smile.  Leny’s  warm  inner  glow 
wins  many  friends.  Her  ambition 
is  to  see  Paris. 


BARBARA  JOAN  HUTCHENS 

Toronto 

The  “Rip  Van  Winkle”  of  No¬ 
vember  ’54  who  plans  to  marry 
Doug  after  another  year  of  com¬ 
muting  to  Belleville.  Joan  has  a 
heart  of  gold  and  a  gay  personality 
which  will  not  be  forgotten  by  any 
of  us. 


RAILLI  INKINEN 


Lahti,  Finland 
“How  in  one  short  space  can  one 
describe  her  excellencies?" 
Quiet,  neat  and  efficient,  this 
Finnish  lass  has  won  many  hearts 
among  her  classmates  and  patients. 

ISOBEL  JAMES  Perth 

A  wholesome  girl,  Isobel  is  fond 
of  horseback  riding  and  tennis. 
Her  quiet  reserved  exterior  hides 
a  vital  interest  in  drama,  books 
and  people. 


RUBY  KARATSU  Toronto 

Her  ambition  is  to  marry  a  tall 
blonde.  Always  underestimating 
herself,  her  mischievous  smile  be¬ 
trays  a  keen  sense  of  humour. 

LEAH  KATTELUS  Toronto 

Quiet  and  likeable  Torontonian 
who  wants  to  have  twelve  children. 
It  must  run  in  the  profession! 
Leah’s  pet  peeve  throughout  train¬ 
ing  has  been  4  12. 
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ELEANOR  KEAT  Toronto 

“From  the  crown  of  her  head  to 
the  sole  of  her  foot,  she  is 
all  mirth." 

Tiny’s  keen  enthusiasm  keeps  us 
going  when  things  are  dull.  Her 
future  lies  in  obstetrical  nursing. 
A  large  repetoire  of  songs  should 
keep  those  babies  happy. 


EVELYN  KENT  Toronto 

Cheerful  in  the  face  of  all  diffi¬ 
culties,  with  a  fund  of  wit  and 
humour,  that  discourages  discour¬ 
agement,  this  member  of  our  class 
will  long  be  remembered  even  after 
the  passing  of  1954. 


MADELINE  KNIGHT  Toronto 
Short  and  sweet  is  the  best  way 
to  describe  our  Mam  who  enjoyed 
Ward  A  nights  with  Woolfie  as  the 
best  part  of  her  training.  Her  am¬ 
bition  is  to  make  Murray  a  good 
wife  come  June  ’54.  We  wish  you 
the  best  of  luck  as  you  embark  on 
your  matrimonial  career  Just  after 
Graduation. 


ETHEL  LAYZELL  Richmond  Hill 
With  her  quiet  manner  and 
charming  smile,  Ethel  is  a  loyal 
friend.  Fond  of  the  outdoor  life, 
her  probable  destination  is  nursing 
Indian  guides  in  Algonquin  Park. 
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NADINE  LEPPER  Toronto 

Neddie  is  not  the  first  nor  will 
she  probably  be  the  last  to  nurse 
one  of  her  patients  right  into  her 
heart.  Her  main  coal  is  to  see  the 
world  and  then  settle  down  with 
Ron. 


YVONNE  LESTER  Toronto 

St.  Thomas  and  the  cigarette 
holder  will  always  be  a  memorable 
moment  of  Bonnie’s  life  at  T.G.H. 
She  aspires  to  go  to  England  next 
June  and  tour  the  continent.  “Bon 
Voyage.”  Bonnie!  Her  pet  peeve 
has  been  the  U.N.T.D.  which  ships 
Dennis  away  for  five  months  every 
year. 


DONNA  LUNNEY  Mimico 

“She  trips  the  light  fantastic.” 
Donna  is  intent  upon  seeing  the 
world  and  its  contents  via  T.C.A. 

Assets — big  blue  eyes,  charming 
smile  and  vivacious  manner. 


SARA  McCULLOUGH  Ingersoll 
“Our  gal  Sal,  who  can  resist  any¬ 
thing  but  temptation.” 
Animated  personality  and  repe- 
toire  of  jokes,  have  a  stimulating 
effect  on  all  who  know  her. 


MARILYN  McCULLOUGH 

Leaside 

Here’s  to  Mac,  our  little  fan  dancer, 
You  will  have  to  go  far  to  find  one 
to  surpass  her. 

Enjoyed  school  so  much  she  still 
goes  with  a  teacher, 

If  they  don't  watch  out  they  will 
end  up  with  a  preacher. 

Her  future  plans  include  indus¬ 
trial  nursing. 


JEAN  McFADYEN  Oshawa 

Jean  won  the  General  Efficiency 
Award  in  our  first  year  and  since 
that  time  has  proven  herself  not 
only  to  be  an  excellent  nurse  but 
a  wonderful  friend  of  all.  She 
hopes  to  take  a  post  graduate 
course. 


LORNA  McLAUGHLIN  Toronto 
Lorna  is  a  representative  of 
T.G.H.  on  the  Toronto  Student 
Nurses’  Association.  The  best  way 
to  describe  her  is  “a  terrific  all¬ 
round  girl,”  and  is  liked  by  one 
and  all  for  her  straightforward¬ 
ness. 


JANE  METCALFE  Toronto 

Let’s  live  dangerously  tonight, 
kids!  Jane  plans  to  go  to  St. 
Catharines  with  Jenny  after  fin¬ 
ishing  to  work.  A  laugh  a  day  is 
Jane’s  motto  and  it  certainly  seems 
to  be  good  medicine  for  our  per¬ 
iodic  blues. 
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EILEEN  MULLAN  Toronto 

A  General  Proficiency  Award  for 
our  intermediate  year  as  well  as 
being  class  proctor  for  that  year 
will  prove  to  industrialists  that 
Eileen  is  very  well  suited  for  the 
field  of  nursing  which  she  has 
chosen  for  her  future  career. 
Among  her  many  assets  Eileen  is 
a  very  efficient  nurse  and  has  a 
shining  personality. 


MARGARET  NICHOLS  Toronto 
Maggie  came  from  o’er  the  sea 
With  nursing  as  her  destiny. 

A  laugh,  a  quip  for  everyone, 

An  ever-ready  source  of  fun. 


DIANE  NICOL  Toronto 

A  girl  popular  in  work  and  play, 
she  instills  a  love  for  life  in  those 
around  her.  Her  flair  for  cooking 
and  sewing  will  be  an  asset  in  the 
future. 


ELIZABETH  NIXON  Orangeville 
Music,  parties,  and  camping  trips 
with  Georgie  are  Betty’s  extra¬ 
curricular  interests.  Bet  aspires  to 
reach  Europe  one  year  after  finish¬ 
ing  and  we  think  she’ll  make  it. 
Her  assets  include  a  quick  manner 
and  a  jovial  humor. 


LILY  OMOTO  Toronto 

"Laughter  follows  her  around 
brighter  than  the  sun.” 

Lil  is  never  lost  for  a  joke  and 
ner  effervescent  personality  is  a 
bright  spot  in  our  midst. 


GERALDINE  OVIATT 

Claresholme,  Alta. 

This  sweet  lass  hails  from  the 
West  and  brought  a  lot  of  sunshine 
with  her.  She  met  her  Waterloo  at 
H.S.C.  where  she  picked  up  Infec¬ 
tious  Hepatitis  and  will  have  to 
spend  a  little  extra  time  down  east 
before  returning  home.  We  are  told 
that  Jerry  is  especilly  good  at  get¬ 
ting  up  at  all  hours  of  the  night. 
That  so? 


ELIZABETH  PANTER  Sudbury 
Don't  let  that  mask  of  innocence 
confuse  you,  for  behind  it  lies  wit, 
sincer  subtleness  and  common 
sense.  Probable  destination:  giving 
psychotherapy  to  befuddled  nurses. 


NORA  PATON  Kenora 

"Wine,  men  and  song  spell  ruin — 
so  I’ve  given  up  singing.” 

We’ll  always  remember  Pate,  our 
athletic,  fun  loving  girl,  screaming, 
"I  got  a  parcel  from  home!  Let’s 
have  a  party.” 


MURIEL  PHILLIPS  Parry  Sound 
Miss  Archibald  was  sure  she’d 
make  a  model; 

But  Mew  convinced  her  that  here 
she  would  toddle. 

It’s  golf  and  Willie  that  take  up 
her  time. 

“Well — well,  I  dunno”  is  her  fav¬ 
orite  rhyme. 


ANNA  POWELL  Fork  River.  Man. 

Another  Westerner!  Anna  pos¬ 
sesses  a  quick,  jaunty  step  that 
has  great  value  in  her  chosen  pro¬ 
fession.  Those  twinkling  eyes  de¬ 
note  hidden  humor. 


BARBARA  POWELL  Willowdale 
Quiet  and  dependable,  Barbie’s 
main  ambition  in  life  is  to  drive  a 
car  without  stalling  it.  Interested  in 
anaesthesia,  we  predict  her  future 
will  be  putting  people  to  sleep  all 
over  the  U.S.A. 


GWEN  PROUT  Oshawa 

This  little  organizer  has  worked 
hard  on  both  our  Student  Council 
and  the  Yearbook.  Her  future  is 
uncertain,  but  let’s  hope  every¬ 
thing  in  Gwen’s  life  will  always  be 
“fine,  fine.’’ 


LOIS  ROBERTS  Toronto 

To  our  Secretary  who  you  just 
can’t  beat, 

A  friend  to  all  and  a  grand  girl  to 
meet. 

That  sense  of  humour  we  will  al¬ 
ways  recall, 

Great  success,  Lo,  is  a  wish  from 
us  all ! 

SHEILA  ROBERTS  Toronto 

Sheila  sprung  a  flashing  diamond 
on  us  suddenly  and  plans  to  marry 
her  medical  student  in  the  fall. 
Not  only  does  she  possess  a  very 
pleasant,  quick  manner  but  also 
a  lovely  singing  voice — “the  song¬ 
bird  of  the  class.” 


SHIRLEY  RUSSELL  Delta 

At  times  most  serious,  at  times 
most  gay,  Russ  will  go  far  with  her 
good  nature  and  even  tempera¬ 
ment.  Her  main  ambition  is  to 
swim  in  the  ocean  every  day  and 
run  a  quiet  seaside  resort.  Ah, 
sweet  mystery  of  life- 

BARBARA  SAUDER  Kitchener 
“Time  waits  for  no  man,  neither 
does  B.B.” 

Barb’s  interests  cover  a  wide 
field  including  Freud,  piano  and 
tennis  playing,  Charleston  and  the 
American  Air  Force.  We  will  al¬ 
ways  remember  her  gentle  voice 
calling  through  the  halls  of  T.G.H., 
“Let’s  go  out  for  coffee.” 


GERALDNE  SCARR  Toronto 

Jerry’s  the  girl  whose  education 
shows, 

What  all  those  words  mean,  only 
Webster  knows. 

Shiny  red  hair  and  big  green  eyes, 
That’s  our  Jerry — no  disguise. 


JEAN  SCHROEDER 

Montreal,  Quebec 
A  good  friend  of  everyone  is  this 
redhead  who  is  the  best  bridge 
player  we  know.  Jean  is  our  other 
post-graduation  bride,  and  the  best 
of  luck  and  happiness  to  both  you 
and  Ed,  Jean.  After  an  internship 
at  T.G.H.,  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Gibson 
hope  to  be  posted  to  an  R.C.A.F. 
station  in  Labrador  or  in  Europe. 


JANET  SHEARS  St.  John’s,  Nfld. 

Jan  always  managed  to  have 
“Infirmary  Nights,”  lucky  girl  ! 
She  plans  to  return  home  or  join 
the  airlines  after  finishing.  Assets 
— a  rollicking  sense  of  humour  and 
those  twinkling  eyes. 


KNARIG  SH  EH  I  RIAN  Lebanon 
Knarig  comes  to  us  from  the 
fascinating  Middle  East,  a  school 
teacher  turned  nurse,  if  you  can 
believe  it.  She  plans  to  stay  on 
at  T.G.H.  and  with  her  warm  friend¬ 
ly  manner  we  are  sure  she  will 
make  a  success  of  it. 


ADELE  SHERMAN  Aurora 

A  girl  whose  good-natured  pen- 
sonality  and  sense  of  humour  has 
carried  her  over  more  than  her 
share  of  rough  spots  along  the 
way.  Ambition — Psychiatric  nurs¬ 
ing. 


ELIZABETH  SINGER  Paris 

We  will  always  remember  Liz  as 
our  class  mimic.  Many  a  night  she 
has  kept  us  in  gales  of  laughter 
with  her  favourite  performances. 
Probable  destination:  clinical  in¬ 
structor  on  Ward  I. 


JENNY  STANKO  St.  Catharines 
Impulsive,  peppy,  quick  and  clever, 
always  happy,  never  grouchy  is 
the  only  way  in  which  to  describe 
our  Jenny.  This  girl  gets  up  with 
the  birds  and  we  sometimes  won¬ 
der  if  she  isn’t  with  them.  Jenny 
plans  to  get  her  psychiatric  train¬ 
ing  and  then  return  to  St.  Kitts  for 
a  year.  After  that,  what  then, 
Jen? 


SHIRLEY  STEELE  Port  Burwell 
She  has  a  wit  that  is  quick  and 
clever  and  of  her  home  town  she 
could  talk  forever.  Shirley  enjoyed 
her  time  on  Ward  F  and  is  going 
to  take  a  P.G.  in  Gynaecology. 


ANNE  SWEETMAN  Toronto 

In  spite  of  work  that  is  hard, 

!n  spite  of  tired  feet, 

If  I  had  my  way  again 
I  still  would  be  a  nurse. 


MARY  ELLEN  THOMPSON 

Toronto 

Can  be  serious,  can  be  gay, 
Refreshing  as  a  sunny  day, 

A  real  friend  to  everyone, 

And  always  ready  to  join  in  fun. 


RUTH  THOMPSON  Toronto 

Cute  little  Ruthless,  full  of  bounce, 
To  lose  weight  is  her  goal  if  only 
an  ounce- 

Turning  the  patients  she  does  have 
trouble, 

Mistakes  doctors  for  orderlies,  but 
they  come  on  the  double. 

Toronto  is  too  big  so  to  Oakville 
she’ll  go; 

It’s  not  just  to  work,  but  to  be  with 
her  beau. 


LAURA  TICHINSKY  Toronto 
Fun  loving  carefree,  and  withal 
a  good  friend,  Laura  with  her  sweet 
and  sunny  disposition  has  won  for 
her  a  host  of  friends. 
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JOAN  TOOMBS  Campbellford 
A  most  interesting  complexity  of 
semi-serious,  fun-loving  feminity 
who  knows  how  to  sympathize,  how 
to  work,  and  how  to  play. 


MURIEL  WAKE  Shelbourne 

“Better  to  be  small  and  shine, 
Than  great  and  cast  a  shadow.” 

Assets  of  adaptability  and  ver- 
sitality  have  served  her  well  dur¬ 
ing  the  past  three  years. 


MARGARET  WARNER  Toronto 
A  very  attractive  Vancouverite 
who  has  enjoyed  her  training  even 
if  she  has  spent  most  of  it  on  night 
duty.  Her  future  endeavours  in¬ 
clude  psychiatric  nursing. 

GEORGE  ANNE  WHITE 

Grand  Valley 
Paderewski  had  nothing  on  this 
virtuoso  of  the  88  keys.  Georgie 
is  another  gal  with  loads  of  vim, 
vigo",  and  vitality  who  aspires  to 
be  a  pro  golfer  but  loves  camping 
trips  with  Betty. 


MARY  ELIZABETH  WHITE 

Toronto 

Liz  is  following  her  mother's 
footsteps  who  is  also  a  grad,  of 
T.G.H.  Although  she  loved  Emer¬ 
gency,  she  plans  to  join  T.C.A. 
“Happy  flying,  Liz!” 


MARY  WILKINSON  Toronto 

Athletic  head,  Wilkie’s  the  girl, 
We’re  sending  to  Banff  to  give 
them  a  whirl. 

Kind  and  considerate,  a  ‘game-gal” 
that’s  certain, 

We  just  hope  she  won’t  end  up 
“Behind  the  Iron  Curtain.” 


MARJORIE  WOODWARD 

Estevan,  Sask. 

Woody  decided  that  Dental  nurs¬ 
ing  wasn’t  enough  so  entered 
T.G.H.  Her  quiet  charm  and  sweet 
personality  denote  a  sincere  friend 
to  all  who  know  her.  Woody  is 
headed  west  again  as  soon  as  she 
finishes. 


VERNA  ZUBER  Toronto 

A  sincere  person  with  a  gay 
sense  of  humour  and  is  the  envy 
of  her  classmates  with  those  good 
looks  and  flaming  red  hair.  Verna 
plans  to  head  Nevada  way  where 
she  will  attend  university. 


GREETINGS  FROM  BEYOND  THE  SEA... 


Dear  Graduates  of  1954: 

Is  it  possible  that  three  years  have  gone 
by  and  that  you,  the  “youngsters’  who  en¬ 
tered  the  School  in  1951,  are  about  to  take 
your  places  as  fully  qualified  members  of 
our  profession?  It  seems  but  yesterday  that 
we  were  meeting  for  the  first  time,  each 
wondering  how  happy  our  association  would 
prove  to  be.  I  cannot  but  feel  that  the  rea¬ 
son  for  the  time  seeming  so  short  to  me  is 
"hat  •  have  found  the  association  so  pleasant 
and  so  worthwhile. 

As  I  become  better  acquainted  with  my 
students  here  in  Sandakan,  I  realize  that  the 
time  until  their  graduation  in  1957  will  pass 
just  as  quickly.  To-day  they  are  the  “young¬ 
sters  that  you  were  ini 95 1 :  here  too  I  have 


found  the  friendly,  easy  going  student,  the 
assured  sophisticate,  the  shy  giggler,  the  per¬ 
petual  clown,  the  challenging  enigma  the 
earnest  plodder,  the  ambitious  go-getter,  the 
puzzling  quiet  one,  and  the  mature  wise  one 
To-morrow,  they  too  will  be  graduating.  My 
hope  is  that  they  will  prove  to  be  as  great  cn 
asset  to  the  profession  here  in  North  Borneo 
as  I  know  you  are  going  to  be  in  Canada. 

My  most  sincere  congratulations  on  at¬ 
taining  your  well-deserved  goal.  My  very 
best  wishes  for  this  year,  next  year  and  all 
of  the  years  to  follow. 

Very  sincerely, 

Evelyn  Matheson, 

P.O.  Box  214, 

Sandakan,  North  Borneo. 
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VALEDICTORY 


A  valedictory  is,  literally,  a  'saying  fare¬ 
well.”  In  saying  farewell  to  an  institution 
where  we  have  spent  three  very  formative 
years,  it  is  natural  that  we  take  a  little 
time  to  review  the  things  that  made  these 
years  important. 

Although  there  weren’t  two  of  us  who  en¬ 
tered  nursing  with  the  same  attitudes,  we 
had  one  thing  in  common  —  we  all  felt  our 
own  insignificance  that  first  day  when  we 
entered  the  East  Residence  reception  room. 
I  never  dreamed  then  that  this  room  was  to 
serve  as  our  early  (and  I  do  mean  early) 
morning  inspiration.  For  what  could  be  more 
inspiring  than  a  haunting  piano  melody  and 
two  hundred  foggy  female  voices  reaching 
for  High  C. 

Then  we  were  “probies”  —  wondering  if 
we’d  ever  belong  —  some  of  us  are  still  won¬ 
dering! 

The  next  six  months  passed  in  the  class¬ 
room.  I  know  I  should  make  some  remark 
about  this  but  I  can’t  think  of  anything  ap- 
Dropriate.  In  any  case  this  was  a  time  spent 
in  getting  adjusted  to  one  another  and  not 
getting  adjusted  to  one  another. 

Then  came  “special  experience’  .  .  .  cer¬ 
tainly  that  was  a  well-named  ordeal  The 
only  major  problem  encountered  was  that  we 
were  bareheaded  and  it  was  obvious,  even 
to  the  most  casual  observer,  that  this  ex¬ 
perience  was  “special  ”.  This  was  a  learning 
period  —  I  don’t  imagine  any  one  of  us  had 
ever  thought  of  lining  up  beds  with  string! 
Th  is  was  a  learning  period. 

In  retrospect,  I  think  our  Intermediate 
year  was  the  most  satisfying  from  a  nursing 
standpoint.  We  had  just  finished  a  block 
of  lectures  and  we  knew  just  enough  to  make 
us  believe  we  knew  everything!  This  year 
was  also  our  affiliating  year  —  that  is  the 
time  when  you  are  no  longer  a  “student” 
but  become  a  “TGH  Student”.  I’m  only 
sorry  that  everyone  didn’t  receive  a  Psychi¬ 
atric  or  Tuberculosis  affiliation.  I'm  well 
aware  that  we  have  a  psychiatric  and  tuberc¬ 
ulosis  centre  rolled  up  into  one  in  our  own 
dear  Alma  Mater  .  .  .  but  it’s  not  quite 
the  same.  All  of  us  could  use  some  first  hand 
information  about  frank  mental  illness  and 
tuberculosis. 


And  before  you  realize  it,  there  you  are, 
standing  nearest  the  door  at  prayers.  Now 
if  that  isn’t  a  symbol,  I  don’t  know  what  is! 
We’re  the  ones  who  survived  the  early  hours, 
the  late  hours,  the  diet  and  the  disciplines. 
All  that  was  left  was  waiting  for  graduation. 
We  waited  and  we  re  here! 

Seriously  though,  I  think  that  after  gradu¬ 
ation  comes  the  test  of  the  success  or  failure 
of  these  three  years.  Not  by  examinations 
or  money  in  the  bank — but  by  each  one  of  us 
making  an  honest  appraisal  of  what  we  have, 
what  we  hope  for  and  our  limitations.  Each 
one  of  us  has  different  ideas  about  these 
things  except  that  one  thing  is  common  to 
us  all,  we  re  Nurses.  All  right,  that’s  fine 
.  .  but  what  is  a  Nurse?  I  feel  that  a  nurse 
could  be  described  as  an  individual  who  has 
spent  a  training  period  observing  the  im- 
pa  rtiality  of  disease  and  from  this  observa¬ 
tion  has  concluded  that  she  is  not  merely 
an  isolated  individual  but  is  a  world  citizen 
and  her  countrymen  are  all  of  mankind. 
Especially  in  these  uncertain  days  in  accept¬ 
ing  the  title  of  Nurse,  which  we  all  are  doing, 
we  accept  a  moral  responsibility  to  our  fel¬ 
low  man  that  is  inescapable. 

I  see  the  scope  of  a  modern  day  nurse  as 
being  unlimited.  We’ve  seen  a  lot  of  changes 
in  our  own  school  during  the  last  three  years. 
I  needn’t  go  into  them,  we  re  ail  aware  of 
them.  And  these  are  important  things  .  .  . 
these  are  steps  toward  making  nursing  not 
only  a  worthwhile  profession  but  also  a 
pleasant  one. 

I  think  then  that  it  is  fitting  that  we  thank 
all  of  those  people  who  have  made  this  day 
possible  for  us.  I  don’t  think  that  mouthing 
the  words  is  enough,  although  I  wish  they’d 
accept  the  words.  The  best  way,  I  feel,  is 
by  making  our  school  proud  of  us  and  our 
contribution  to  our  generation  regardless  of 
the  role  we  choose  to  play  in  the  future. 

Evelyn  Kent. 


The  moving  finger  writes  and  having  writ 
The  doctor  leaves  the  ward,  nor  all  your  wit 
Can  lure  him  back  to  translate  half  a  line, 
For  you  can  never  read  a  word  of  it. 

The  Doctors'  Order  Book. 
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Mr.  Chairman,  Mr.  Chancellor,  Ladies  and  Gentlemen: 

As  a  nurse  of  the  Toronto  General  Hospital  I  am  proud  to  speak  on  behalf  of 

my  fellow  students  at  this  our  Graduation.  To  us  this  goal  represents  three  years 

of  working  and  studying,  and  we  are  all  proud  to  be  here  tonight.  But  we  are  also 
mindful  and  thankful  of  the  great  opportunity  which  has  been  given  us  in  taking  our 
training,  at  a  University  Hospital  so  well  renowned.  We  chose  our  school  and  we 
chose  well. 

As  you  may  realize,  being  human,  we  found  it  difficult  at  times  to  adhere  to 

the  requirements  and  regulations  necessary  in  an  institution  such  as  this.  None  of 

us  particularly  enjoyed  rising  in  the  early  mornings,  especially  the  cold  and  wet 
mornings,  or  working  nights  when  some  lighter  entertainment  presented  itself.  But 
we  must  admit  the  highlights  of  our  training  surpassed  such  seemingly  minor  details, 
mind  you,  at  times  they  didn’t  appear  too  “minor.”  These  high  lights  included  our 
>spita!  dances  and  functions  plus  the  joy  and  excitement  of  Graduation  activities 
themselves.  But  aside  from  these,  there  were  even  more  important  milestones  which 
shan’t  forget  —  our  apprehension  that  morning  when  we  heard  the  order, 
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KATION  HALL 

Gwen  Prout 


“Tomorow  you  go  on  the  wards”  —  the  thrill  of  your  first  scrub  in  the  operating 
room  — the  fright  that  you  might  drop  that  newborn  baby  handed  to  you  —  the 

Sinner  satisfaction  when  a  patient  smiled  and  said,  “thank  you,  nurse.” 

But  now  that  we  are  nearing  the  end  of  our  training  we  can  appreciate  that 
our  nursing  school  would  not  be  what  it  is  today  without  such  regulations  These 
are  our  commencement  exercises,  and  as  the  name  implies,  it  is  a  beginning  of  an 
even  greater  phase  of  nursing  as  we  go  out  into  the  world  to  take  our  positions  as 
graduate  nurses.  We  feel  a  great  debt  of  gratitude  to  those  who  guided  us  through 
our  under-graduate  years.  Special  thanks  to  our  Superintendent  of  Nursing,  Miss 
Macfarland,  her  wonderful  assistant  Miss  Ives,  and  of  course,  our  Superintendent 
of  Nursing  Nights,  Miss  Woolford.  Coupled  with  this  go  out  our  sincere  thanks  to 
the  Board  of  Trustees,  and  to  all  members  of  the  Nursing  and  Medical  Staff  of  the 
Toronto  General  Hospital  who  made  our  three  years  so  pleasant  and  worthwhile. 

We  are  glad  that  we  have  lived  and  loved  and  become  integrated  with  some¬ 
thing  that  is  great.  We  shall  laugh  and  we  shall  remember,  and  we  shall  perhaps 
be  a  little  sad,  but  we  shall  never  regret. 

Thank  You. 
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GRADUATION  1954 


The  sun  shone  brightly  as  we  leaped  out 
of  bed  early  Friday  morning,  May  28.  Our 
long-awaited  day  had  finally  arrived.  This 
was  our  day  to  shine!  Who  could  forget  the 
excitement  we  felt  as  we  thought  of  the 
agenda  for  the  day.  Breakfast  en  masse  at 
6:45,  all  sitting  at  one  long  table,  accom¬ 
panied  by  much  singing  and  gay  banter. 
Prayers  were  all-important  this  morning, 
with  fullest  attendance  possible.  All  awaited 
with  bated  breaths.  Who  would  be  this  year’s 
scholarship  and  prize  winners?  The  big 
moment  arrived,  each  student  hanging  on 
M  iss  Macfarland’s  every  word:  “I  wish  I  had 
a  prize  for  each  and  everyone  of  you  .  .  .,” 
but  to  those  who  excel  goes  the  coveted 
honour  and  reward.  Each  nurse  was  most 
deserving  of  her  respective  award.  Each  name 
called  was  followed  by  exuberant  applause 
and  exclamation.  Congratulations  to  you  all 
for  a  job  well  done! 

The  day  proceeded  swiftly,  tension  mount¬ 
ing  with  each  moment  for  that  evening  an¬ 
other  momentous  occasion  would  be  fea¬ 
tured.  Duty  for  the  day  ended  at  four.  Then 
ensued  the  final  preparations  for  our  Gradu¬ 
ation  dinner  and  dance.  Has  the  residence 
ever  experienced  such  utter  chaos?  Or  have 
we?  At  long  last  we  will  wear  our  newest 
creations.  The  gowns  give  us  outer  beauty; 
sheer  happiness  gives  us  inner  beauty.  The 
two  combined  make  an  outstanding  picture. 
The  crowd  gathers.  Slowly  we  walk  down 
the  residence  steps,  graciously  smiling  at 
the  applauding  audience.  In  the  garden  flash 
bulbs  are  popping.  These  pictures  we  will 
treasure  forever.  At  six,  the  limousines  arrive 
to  convey  us  to  the  Royal  York  Hotel.  Our 
destination  is  the  Roof  Cardens.  This  social 
event  resembles  a  state  occasion  to  a  casual 
observer.  Surely  the  participants  are  queens 
for  the  day! 

Dinner  at  seven  and  we’re  surprised  at  our 
hunger.  We’ve  been  too  engrossed  during 
the  day  to  bother  with  such  trivialities  as 
food.  But  now  we  eat,  this  being  our  one 
and  only  Graduation  dinner.  Speeches  both 
serious  and  funny  follow.  A  vote  of  thanks 


to  Miss  Woolford  for  her  most  timely  gesture 
after  the  toast  to  the  Queen. 

Escorts  arrived  at  nine,  attired  in  kingly 
fashion  in  tune  with  the  occasion.  It  was  the 
dance  of  our  lives.  The  many  colours  con¬ 
trasted  to  make  a  spectacle  gorgeous  to  be¬ 
hold.  Dancing  ended  at  one  and  the  fun 
continued  with  parties  and  more  parties  on 
into  the  night. 

The  following  Wednesday,  June  3,  was 
the  Mother  and  Daughter  Tea,  which  was  a 
huge  success.  Again  we  transferred  our¬ 
selves  into  ladies  of  leisure,  the  mothers  and 
daughters  dressed  in  their  summer  best.  The 
mothers  wore  our  corsages  and  we  a  red  rose 
given  by  the  Alumnae.  After  the  Tea  many 
of  the  girls  took  their  mothers  out  for  din¬ 
ner.  Such  delicious  chicken  we  haven’t  tast¬ 
ed  in  a  long  time.  Again  the  camera  en¬ 
thusiasts  were  pursuing  their  hobby  to  com¬ 
memorate  another  event  of  Graduation 
week. 

To  climax  the  week-long  activities  the 
formal  exercises  were  held  Thursday  night, 
June  4,  at  Convocation  Hall.  Who  can  de¬ 
scribe  adequately  the  thrilling  experience  of 
that  evening?  With  heads  held  high,  proudly 
we  marched  into  the  Hall  to  take  our  place 
in  the  limelight  for  the  evening.  To  the  audi- 
dence,  we  presented  a  typical  picture  of  the 
nurse  at  her  Graduation.  The  black  band  on 
the  cap,  the  immaculate  white,  stiffly  starch¬ 
ed  uniform  with  a  corsage  of  red  roses  made 
a  brilliant  and  contrasting  picture.  Eagerly 
we  awaited  the  moment  when  we  strode  to 
the  platform  up  the  steps,  to  receive  our 
congratulatory  handshake,  and  be  handed 
the  diploma  and  pin  of  the  school.  Truly  a 
spine-tingling  moment  of  our  lives,  long  to 
be  remembered.  Speeches  were  given,  each 
with  a  thoughtful  message  and  scholarships 
and  prizes  received.  Then,  with  a  proud  toss 
of  our  heads,  we  marched  out  in  procession 
a  shining  light  in  each  eye.  A  reception  at 
the  residence,  despite  the  rain,  ended  forever 
the  1954  Graduation,  long  to  remain  in  the 
memory  of  each  student. 

Barb  Sauder,  Sept.,  '54. 
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MISS  HELEN  McLAREN,  Reg.  N.— Director 
of  Nursing  Education. 

“What  greater  or  better  gift  can  we  offer 
than  to  teach  and  instruct  our  youth.” 

A  graduate  of  the  Toronto  General  Hos¬ 
pital  in  1942  M  iss  McLaren  nursed  in  St. 
Catharines  and  New  York,  studied  at  the 
University  of  Toronto  in  post-graduate 
work;  and  returned  here  as  Clinical  In¬ 
structor.  She  was  appointed  to  her  present 
position  in  ’53.  We  spotlight  our  patient 
understanding  Educational  Director  with 
her  ever-ready  helping  hand  and  worth¬ 
while  advice! 
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MISS  MARGARET  BALMER,  Reg.  N.— Resi¬ 
dent  Supervisor. 

“Some  remedies  are  worse  than  the  dis- 

11 

ease. 

Graduate  of  the  New  York  Infirmary  for 
Women  and  Children;  joined  our  staff 
here  as  Resident  Supervisor  in  1916;  and 
presently  is  head  nurse  of  the  Infirmary. 
Miss  Balmer’s  genuine  concern  for  each 
student  has  endeared  her  to  us  all. 


MRS.  DONALD  R.  ABBEY  (McKINNON), 
B.  ScN. — Supervisor  of  Rotation  and  As¬ 
signment. 

“A  winning  smile,  a  laughing  face,  what 
more  could  take  their  place.” 

After  graduating  from  Regina  General  in 
1947,  and  the  University  of  Saskatchewan, 
she  served  as  Clinical  instructor  here  until 
’53,  when  she  succeeded  Miss  Thompson. 
A  royal  fete  was  performed  by  Mrs.  Abbey 
in  her  role  as  “chief  juggler  of  rotation.” 
Congratulations  to  the  May  bride! 
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MISS  BERTHA  WOOLFORD,  Reg.  N.  — 
Superintendent  of  Nursing,  Nights. 
‘Brevity  is  the  soul  of  wit.” 

A  graduate  of  the  Toronto  General  Hos¬ 
pital  in  1917,  Miss  Woolford  did  private 
duty  nursing  until  appointed  Night  Super¬ 
visor  in  1927.  She  became  Superintendent 
of  Nursing,  Nights,  in  34.  Respected  by 
all,  “Woolfie”  will  always  be  remembered 
— those  faithful  rounds  in  the  grey  of  the 
early  dawn,  waking  up  those  drowsy  night 
nurses,  “admiring”  a  rose  here,  a  choco¬ 
late  there — in  short,  in  our  night  life — 
our  spotlight! 


MISS  JENNIE  IVES,  Reg.  N.  — Assistant 
Superintendent  of  Nursing. 

‘‘A  sufficient  measure  of  civilization  is  the 
influence  of  a  good  woman.” 

Miss  Ives  taught  school  for  several  years 
before  changing  her  profession  and  gradu¬ 
ated  from  Belleville  General  Hospital  in 
1936;  took  a  post-graduate  course  at  Uni¬ 
versity  of  Toronto;  was  an  instructor  at 
Fort  William  and  Collingwood;  joined  the 
teaching  staff  of  T.G.H.  and  became  Assis¬ 
tant  Superintendent  of  Nursing  in  ’43. 
Since  her  appointment  to  this  position, 
Miss  Ives  has  always  been  aware  of  the 
students’  needs,  and  has  contributed 
greatly  in  keeping  our  school  abreast  of 
the  times.  Maybe  ’55  will  see  team  work 
in  action  throughout  T.G.H. ! 


MISS  EVELYN  MATHESON,  Reg.  N.,  M.A. 
— Member  of  World  Health  Organization. 
‘‘For  many  are  called,  but  few  are  chosen.” 
Received  her  B.A.  from  Acadia  University; 
graduated  from  Toronto  General  Hospital 
in  1944;  obtained  her  M.A.  from  Columbia 
University,  Teachers’  College;  returned 
here  as  Educational  Director  in  1951-53. 
Miss  Matheson  is  now  serving  with  the 
World  Health  Organization,  in  Sandakan, 
North  Borneo,  P.Q.  Box  214.  The  bridge 
games  in  Cozy  Nook,  those  involved  dis¬ 
cussions,  and  her  unexpendable  drive  and 
ambition  stand  out  in  the  minds  of  us  all 
as  “unforgettable”! 


REPORT  OF 

THE  ANNUAL  PLAY 

The  stage  is  set,  the  curtain  hanging 
silently  in  luxurious  folds,  waiting  patiently, 
to  be  draw  —  then,  the  play  will  begin. 

But  let’s  sneak  in  for  a  peek  at  the  last 
minute  preparations,  which  always  precede 
any  show  at  the  theater  —  which  has  the 
world  as  its  stage,  and  we,  the  people,  merely 
players.  The  stage  settings  are  in  their  places, 
in  attitudes  of  anticipation,  awaiting  the 
strains  of  the  opening  theme  from  the  or¬ 
chestra.  All  is  serene,  but  the  serenity  of 
such  material  objects  belies  the  under  current 
of  excitement,  that  seems  to  vibrate  through 
the  very  air. 

Time  goes  on,  and  it  is  now  but  an  hour 
before  curtain  time.  The  actors  and  actresses 
are  arriving  to  make  their  final  preparations 
before  their  important  debut.  Backstage,  all 
is  chaos  —  “I  want  to  take  a  bath,  but 
there’s  no  hot  water  anywhere!”  —  “I’ve 
got  to  press  my  dress,  and  there’s  a  lineup 
for  the  iron!”  —  “Who’s  got  shoes  I  can 
borrow?”  —  Somebody  come  and  put  make¬ 
up  on  my  back.”  —  “My  corsage  still  hasn’t 
arrived  and  he’ll  be  here  any  minute!”  — 
“Darn,  I  just  got  a  run  in  my  new  nylons.” — 
“Are  you  wearing  long  gloves?”  —  “Please 
do  me  up,  Larry  is  waiting  downstairs!”  The 
actresses  issuing  frantic  cries,  accompanied 
by  mild  epithets,  rushing  madly  to  and  fro, 
but  finally  all  are  ready.  They  have  blossomed 
forth  from  their  white  robes  of  a  few  hours 
ago,  into  visions  of  color,  beautiful  to  behold. 
Now,  they  will  walk  sedately  down  the  stairs 
to  their  escorts’  side  —  and  they’re  ready  for 
curtain  time.  Each  with  her  escort  rides  in 
a  chariot  to  the  appointed  scene,  and  the 
curtain  goes  up  on  one  of  the  biggest  social 
events  of  our  hospital. 

The  stage  is  the  Royal  York  ballroom  — 
the  orchestra  is  Benny  Louis  —  the  actors 
and  actresses  are  the  doctors  and  nurses  and 
their  respective  friends.  The  play  was  the 
TCH  formal,  which  was  a  huge  success,  and 
all  participants  hated  to  see  the  final  cur¬ 
tain  fall,  with  the  cries  of  “encore”  ringing 
in  the  background.  But  alas  and  alack  — 
another  year  will  lapse  and  again  this  same 
play  wiii  be  presented  for  all  to  attend  and 
enjoy.  Come  one,  come  all,  to  the  TCH  ball. 


STUDENT  GOVERNMENT 
ASSOCIATION 

This  has  been  a  most  eventful  year  in  the 
life  of  the  Student  Government  Association. 

There  have  been  moments  of  trial  and 
tribulation  and  moments  of  joy  and  triumph. 

Early  in  the  year  we,  the  council,  set  our¬ 
selves  a  number  of  goals,  such  as:  estab¬ 
lishing  a  better  student  staff  relationship, 
devising  a  workable  constitution  and  develop¬ 
ing  a  happy,  enthusiastic  student  body.  These 
were  not  easy  goals  to  achieve  and  we  do  not 
pretend  even  to  ourselves  that  we  were  en¬ 
tirely  successful. 

There  have  been  projects  in  which  we  have 
felt  the  whole-hearted  support  of  the  stu¬ 
dent  body  Projects  such  as  the  Banff  drive 
to  send  students  to  the  C.N.A.;  the  develop¬ 
ing  of  a  school  stationery  and  the  revision  of 
the  constitution,  plus  your  Yearbook. 

We  realize  that  in  a  school  as  large  as 
ours,  in  a  city  as  large  as  Toronto  with  so 
many  outside  activities,  it  is  hard  to  maintain 
interest  in  school  functions,  but  it  has  been 
a  challenge  to  try  to  do  so. 

We  chose  our  school  and  we  chose  well. 
As  students  we  should  endeavour  to  fulfill 
our  obligations  to  the  school,  the  staff  and 
our  student  executive:  to  live  up  to  the 
standards  and  rules  of  the  school  and  in  doing 
this,  develop  a  happy  school. 

In  closing,  I  would  like  to  thank  those 
members  of  our  staff  who  have  given  excel¬ 
lent  guidance  and  much  valuable  time  to  the 
council  with  special  mention  of  Miss  Mac- 
farland,  Mr.  Ross,  and  the  staff  advisory 
council.  Also  a  special  thanks  to  Miss  Mar¬ 
garet  Brown  who  gave  excellent  leadership 
to  the  school  as  President  for  the  first  eight 
months  of  this  council’s  term. 

It  has  been  a  wonderful  experience  work¬ 
ing  on  this  council,  and  one  we  are  not  likely 
to  forget. 

To  next  year’s  council,  “Good  Luck”. 

Mary  Gardner, 

President. 


40 


STUDENT  GOVERNMENT 


k 


LEFT  TO  RIGHT:  Judith  McPherson,  Second  Vice-President;  Mary  Gardner,  Presi¬ 
dent;  Gwen  Prout,  Treasurer;  Lois  Roberts,  Secretary. 


CLASS  PROCTORS 


FRONT  ROW  (left  to  right):  Lylia  Finnie,  Jan.  ’57;  Judy  Foran,  Nov.  ’54  Jacque¬ 
line  Christon,  Sept.  ’54;  Claire  Campbell  Feb.  ’55. 

SECOND  ROW:  Jean  Atkinson,  Jan.  ’56;  Kathleen  McMillan,  Sept.  ’56;  Carol  Wood¬ 
cock,  O.  H.  Affiliates;  Beverley  Gardner,  Sept.  ’55. 


ESSAY  ON  MAN 


Men  are  what  women  marry.  Generally 
speaking,  they  may  be  divided  into  three 
classes — husbands,  bachelors  and  widowers. 
A  bachelor  is  an  eligible  mass  of  obstinacy 
entirely  surrounded  by  suspicion.  Husbands 
are  of  three  types — prizes,  surprises  and  con¬ 
solation  prizes  Making  a  husband  out  of  a 
man  is  one  of  the  highest  forms  of  sculpture, 
common  sense,  faith,  hope  and  charity,  most¬ 
ly  charity.  It  is  a  psychological  marvel  that  a 
small,  tender,  violet-scented  thing  like  a 
woman  should  enjoy  kissing  a  stubby-chin¬ 
ned  tobacco  and  bay-rum  scented  thing  like 
a  man. 

If  you  flatter  a  man  you  frighten  him  to 
death;  if  you  don’t,  you  bore  him  to  death. 
If  you  permit  him  to  make  love  to  you  he 
gets  tired  of  you  in  the  end;  if  you  don’t, 
he  gets  tired  of  you  in  the  beginning.  If  you 


believe  him  in  everything  you  cease  to  inter¬ 
est  him,  if  you  argue  with  him  in  everything 
you  cease  to  charm  him;  if  you  believe  all  he 
tells  you  he  thinks  you  a  fool,  if  you  don’t, 
he  thinks  you  a  cynic. 

If  you  wear  gay  colors,  rouge,  and  startling 
hats,  he  hesitates  to  take  you  out.  If  you 
wear  a  little  brown  beret  and  a  tailor-made 
suit  he  takes  you  out  and  stares  all  evening 
at  a  woman  in  gay  colors,  rouge  and  a  start¬ 
ling  hat. 

If  you  are  a  clinging  vine  he  doubts  you 
have  a  brain,  if  you  are  a  modern  woman 
he  doubts  you  have  a  heart,  if  you  are  silly 
he  longs  for  a  bright  mate,  if  you  are  brilliant 
he  longs  for  a  playmate. 

Man  is  a  worm  in  the  dust,  he  comes  along 
and  wiggles  around  for  awhile  and  finally 
some  chicken  gets  him. 


Regarding  the  interne  —  make  him  feel 
that  Fate  has  surely  destined  him  to  be 
“one  of  the  world’s  great  ones.’’  He  is  apt 
to  develop  marked  symptoms  of  paralysis 
unless  properly  treated.  Nursing  care  is  im¬ 
portant! 
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SEEING  IT  THE  INTERNES  WAY 


A  Year  Book  ’twas  decided  and  then 
I  was  asked  to  pick  up  a  pen 
And  write  about  nurses 
But  in  prose,  not  in  verses. 

Well,  when  I  sat  down  to  write 
At  my  desk  late  one  night 
It  occurred ’t  would  be  wrong 
To  describe  such  a  throng 
As  you  gals,  sympathetic, 

In  a  way  not  poetic. 

However,  the  Book’s  taking  a  chance 
To  ask  a  man  in  white  pants 
To  reflect  on  you  nurses 
So  hold  on  to  your  purses. 

Many  things  came  to  mind 
For  many  things  do  we  find 
About  you  gals  in  white 
As  you  work  day  and  night. 

There  are  tall  ones,  short  ones,  fat  ones  and 
lean, 

Happy  ones,  sad  ones  but  very  few  mean. 

You  are  mainly  gals  who  love  your  work 
But  a  few  equally  love  to  shirk. 

The  latter  I’m  afraid  I  must  confess 
Make  doctor-nurse  relations  a  mess 
We  must  admit  we  like  working  with  you 
In  ortho  or  neuro  or  even  C.U. 

At  first  when  we  start  all  nurses  are  the 
same, 

You  are  ladies  in  white  without  even  a  name. 
But  as  the  year  rolls  on  we  must  admit 
We  can  guess  the  year  into  which  you  fit. 

We  do  this  by  hear  and  talk  and  see 
Whether  you  are  fifty-five  or  four  or  three. 
The  Frobie  is  the  gal  with  the  serious  look, 
Who  can  barely  keep  her  nose  out  of  the 
book. 

On  the  ward  she  appears  strange  and  uneasy 
And  at  the  sight  of  blood  she  gets  white  and 
wheezy. 

As  we  walk  down  the  long  ward  aisle 
She  finds  it  hard  to  produce  a  smile 
To  change  a  catheter  or  start  an  I  V. 

To  say  the  least — naive  is  she. 

But  one  reason  we  could  like  them  best 
Is  that  these  gals  are  most  impressed 
With  a  junior’s  menial  tasks  on  the  ward 
At  which  later  on  we  both  are  bored. 

Then  comes  the  junior — the  shy  young  lass, 

At  whom  any  interne  may  make  a  pass; 

Now  she  smiles  and  on  the  ward  feels  free 
Though  still  non  plussed  by  the  nursery. 

She  can  handle  a  bedpan  in  middle  of  night 
But  with  diapers,  by  golly,  she  still  has  a  fight. 
She  goes  about  her  work  without  any  shooing 
For  she  by  now  knows  what  she’s  doing. 

Next  we  pass  to  those  reprobates 


The  gala  class  of  intermediates. 

By  now  they  know  where  coffee  is  served, 

But  to  drink  at  day  they  are  quite  unnerved. 
However,  at  night  ’tis  a  different  matter, 

For  they  drink,  eat  and  smoke  and  continually 
chatter. 

They  do  this  when  the  grad  isn’t  near 

For  when  she’s  there,  they  work  in  high  gear. 

They  laugh  and  joke  and  may  even  curse, 

But  we  know  by  now  they’re  a  talented  nurse. 
Last  comes  the  senior  reverent  and  grave, 
Weighed  down  by  the  worry  that  she  should 
behave, 

But  she’ll  sneak  out  to  a  very  late  show, 
Claiming  no  fear  for  the  T  S.O. 

For  after  all  she’s  almost  through 

When  she  can  tell  the  chiefs  a  thing  or  two. 

They  all  yearn  for  the  end  of  training 

For  that  big  black  band  they  all  are  straining. 

But  finally  when  the  end  is  near 

I’ll  bet  nary  a  one  fails  to  shed  a  tear. 

The  nurse-residence  life  they  claim  to  despise 
But  in  future  years  they’ll  look  back  with 
watery  eyes. 

That  about  covers  all  classes  of  nursing 
But  just  before  doctors  begin  dispersing, 

To  the  student  nurse,  so  good  and  true 
The  interne  doffs  his  cap  to  you. 

By  Doug.  Wigle. 

PRAYER  FOR  A  TIRED  NURSE 

I’m  awfully  tired,  Lord,  of  beds, 

And  bandages  and  broken  heads, 

Of  bab  ies,  bedpans,  temps,  and  charts, 
Ailing  lungs  and  leaking  hearts, 

Your  wisdom,  Lord,  I  wouldn’t  question, 

But  let  me  offer  a  suggestion — 

To  make  the  world  a  better  place, 

Why  not  create  a  newer  race? 

One  that  will  be,  0  Lord,  quite  free 
Of  germs  and  bacteriology; 

To  which  a  hospital  will  be 
A  place  of  ancient  history. 

Make  these  ultra  moderns,  please 
Impervious  to  all  disease, 

And  their  stomachs  of  such  stuff 
That  nothing  will  be  strong  enough 
To  do  much  damage;  I  suggest 
Steel  or  copper  may  be  best 
Make  their  hearts  and  lungs  so  strong 
That  nothing  ever  can  go  wrong, 

And  their  heads  so  tough,  0  Lord, 

They  can’t  be  broken  with  a  board. 

Then,  of  course,  you’ll  have  to  make 
Arms  and  legs  that  will  not  break. 

And  make — but  what  would  I  do  then? 

0,  leave  it  as  it  is — Amen! 
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DO  YOU  REMEMBER 


BURNSIDE 


To  every  nurse,  regardless  of  where  her 
interests  may  take  her,  there  is  one  segment 
of  her  training  period  that  is  particularly 
memorable.  This  is  her  time  spent  in  the 
maternity  ward.  T0  those  of  us  from  T.G.H. 
the  word  '  Burnside”  conjures  up  many  mem¬ 
ories  .  .  .  the  immense  feeling  of  fright  and 
inadequacy  as  we  stepped  inside  the  nursery 
for  the  first  time,  the  relief  with  which  we 
relinquished  our  responsibilities  to  the  next 
shift,  knowing  our  job  was  well  done;  the 
warm  maternal  feeling  that  surged  through 
us  as  a  contented  baby  fell  asleep  in  our 
arms;  the  kindly,  ever-present  watchfulness 
of  Miss  Snyder  and  Miss  Kelsey;  and  a  de¬ 
livery  itself  .  .  .  the  miracle  of  humanity  en¬ 
folds  its  age-old  tale,  a  breath-taking  spec¬ 
tacle  to  witness,  which  never  loses  its  awe¬ 
some  wonder! 

Burnside,  babies  and  bottles!  —  That’s 

Obstetrics! 

Mary  Crawford. 


1.  The  first  day  when  you  got  up  an  hour 
early  for  Prayers  —  and  every  morning 
since  when  you  got  up  5  minutes  before 
or  not  at  all? 

2.  Your  first  day  or;  wards  when  the  long 
ward  seemed  to  stretch  for  miles  — 
when  you  upset  the  basin  of  water  in 
the  bed  trying  to  soak  the  patient’s  feet? 

3.  The  first  day  you  had  your  cap?  How 
you  walked  on  air  until  the  doctor  asked 
you  to  help  with  an  L.P.? 

4.  Your  first  night  term? 

5.  Your  first  day  in  the  Nursery,  excited 
over  the  little  darlings,  until  you  were 
given  22  to  look  after? 

6.  That  first  day  in  the  O  R.  Everyone 
rushed  in  different  directions.  You  felt 
as  useful  as  a  wet  sponge. 

7.  Your  first  scrub  when  you  tried  your 
darndest  to  get  the  right  instrument 
into  the  surgeon’s  hand  in  the  right 
way? 

8.  Scrubbing  for  Dr.  Couch  —  he  got  more 
"yellow  stuff”  on  you  than  on  the  pa¬ 
tient? 

9.  When  you  thought  the  internes  knew 
everything? 

10.  That  delivery  in  the  Labour  Room  —  the 
thrill  it  gave  you,  until  you  had  to  clean 
up  afterwards? 

11.  Chinese  dis.ners  at  midnight? 

12.  When  7-7  nights  ended? 

13.  The  Senior- Intermediate  Dance,  when 
you  were  the  Senior? 

14.  Waiting  for  someone  to  answer  the  floor 
phone  and  they  never  did? 

15.  Your  crush  on  that  interne? 

16.  Ward  E  where  the  word  "impossible” 
doesn’t  exist? 

17.  "Young  ladies  .  .  .”? 

18.  Inner  conflict  —  Infectious  technique 
or  Isolation  a  la  Ward  1? 

Dr.  Harv.  B.:  "No  love  affair  is  a  real 
love  affair  until  you’ve  seen  her  in  Per¬ 
spective.” 

Dr.  Jim  W.:  "That’s  all  right,  to  be  modern 
and  all  that,  but  by  gosh,  I’m  still  decent.” 

Did  you  hear  about  the  naive  student  nurse 
who  went  to  the  Queen’s  rugby  game  and 
came  back  with  a  case  of  "athlete’s 
feet  .  .  .  us”? 
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“Not  there  —  OVER  HERE!  What  do  you 
think  I’m  working  in  —  a  well? 

THE  OPERATING  ROOM 

Dawn  was  breaking  as  I  walked  with 
excitement  and  a  little  fear  down  the  now- 
quiet  corridors  for  my  first  day  in  the  opera¬ 
ting  room.  I  hurried  into  my  O.R.  dress  only 
to  find  three  inches  of  lace  trimming  the 
bottom.  Oh  well,  no  time  to  pin  it  up — Miss 
Dodds  has  a  class  in  3  minutes. 

Four  slightly  dubious  junior  nurses  wond¬ 
ering  if  we  ll  ever  know  everything  in  our 
manuals  were  wending  their  ways  back  to 
see  their  first  operation.  The  only  problem 
was  they  didn’t  see  much  of  it  for  the  clean¬ 
ing  and  scrubbing  which  fell  to  their  lot  in 
the  workroom.  So  this  is  the  O.R.  I  thought, 
in  a  dream,  as  I  folded  linen,  did  some  bund¬ 
ling,  scrubbed  instruments,  had  coffee,  scrub¬ 
bed  instruments,  washed  gloves  and  scrubbed 
instruments.  And  suddenly  the  head  nurse 
descended  upon  me,  her  arms  outstretched. 
Somebody’s  glad  to  see  me,  I  thought,  but 
with  the  second  look  couldn’t  decide  whether 
I  had  time  to  make  it  to  the  ward  hopper 
or  make  a  second-best  attempt  at  the  O.R. 
sink,  for  in  her  arms  she  was  bearing  an 
offering — a  leg.  “Wrap  this,  will  you,  Miss 
Brown,’’  she  said  blithely.  I  didn’t  dare  say 
anything  but  grabbed  the  leg  and  went  in 
search  of  some  paper. 

I  did  see  my  first  operation  that  after¬ 
noon,  or  partly  see  it  for  I  discovered  there 
were  very  few  places  where  one  could  see 


without  contaminating  something,  and  I 
wondered  again  if  I  could  ever  be  a  part  of 
the  team  that  functioned  so  faultlessly  and 
I  thought  seriously  for  the  first  time  how 
important  a  nurse  is  in  that  team. 

So  with  the  odor  of  lemon  oil,  Ajax, 
alcohol  and  green  soap  and  the  scars  of 
Detergicide  burns  on  my  hands  my  first  day 
in  the  operating  room  came  to  an  end-but 
not  quite,  for  later  on,  and  back  I  wondered 
what  the  others  thought  was  so  terrific 
about  the  operating  room. 

I  was  soon  to  find  out,  because  the 
next  week  I  was  junior  scrub  and  got  my 
first  real  thrill  in  the  O.R.  as  I  became  part 
of  the  team  and  I  scrubbed  for  my  first  op¬ 
eration.  Now  my  next  worry  struck-could  I 
ever  learn  the  names  of  all  those  Orthopaedic 
instruments? 

And  still  that  manual  to  be  done  and 
handed  in. 

My  second  big  moment  came  when  they 
asked  me  to  junior  for  a  mitral  commisuroto- 
my  with  Dr.  Gordon  Murray.  I  had  heard  so 
much  about  him  but  I  was  still  unprepared 
for  the  great  turmoil  everyone  seemed  to  be 
in  getting  ready  for  Dr.  Murray.  The  first 
time  I  really  quaked  in  my  leather-soled 
shoes  was  when  I  had  to  glove  him.  I  cer¬ 
tainly  realized  how  important  and  clever  a 
man  he  is  as  the  medical  students,  junior 
internes  and  photographers  grouped  around 
watching  and  learning  from  a  great  teacher 
(he  even  asked  me  to  come  around  and  see 
what  he  was  doing)  and  I  was  proud  to  be 
a  small  link  in  the  operating  team. 

(continued  on  page  47) 


TORONTO  HOSPITAL  FOR 
TUBERCULOSIS— WESTON 


This  long  title  stands  for  Weston  Sani¬ 
tarium  and  our  affiliation  there  —  a  month 
which  we  enjoyed  and  will  never  forget. 

As  we  piled  our  baggage  into  the  taxi  on 
the  Sunday  night  we  left,  we  tried  in  vain 
to  suppress  the  ideas  of  gowns  and  masks 
and  tuberculosis  for  four  weeks.  Would  the 
Sanitorium  be  depressing,  or  worse  than  that, 
might  we  get  tubercoulosis  ourselves.  The 
arival  at  the  residence  did  little  to  lessen  our 
fears.  It  was  raining  and  the  house  mother 
in  her  18th  century  mourning  clothes  met  us 
at  the  door  with,  “I  hope  you  girls  are  more 
quiet  than  the  last  T  G.H.  girls  we  had  here.” 
With  a  sombre  ‘Good-night”  we  tucked  our¬ 
selves  into  bed,  hoping  we  would  be  back  at 
home  soon. 

However,  the  next  morning  our  opinion 
changed.  The  sun  was  out  the  lilacs  bloomed, 
and  breakfast  was  delicious.  Miss  Wright, 
our  guardian  angel,  took  us  on  a  tour  of  the 
hospital  and  then  to  our  wards.  We  had 
four  wards  while  we  were  there,  a  week  on 
each.  One  of  the  postings  was  to  a  male 
medical  ward  where  the  patients,  in  the 
twenty  to  thirty  age  group,  were  considered 
convalescent.  The  treatment  consisted  main¬ 
ly  of  rest  and  chemotherapy;  streptomycin, 
P.A.S.  and  isoniazid  being  the  common  drugs 
in  use.  The  atmosphere  of  the  ward  was  ex¬ 
tremely  cheerful  —  self-pity  was  absent. 
A  patient  is  admitted  with  the  understanding 
that  tuberculosis  can  be  brought  under  con¬ 
trol  if  treatment  is  commenced  early  and 
continued  without  interruption  for  as  long 
as  necessary,  seldom  less  than  a  year.  He 
must  have  the  courage  to  learn  how  to  take 
the  cure  and  the  importance  of  sticking  to  it. 
These  patients  have  a  thorough  understand¬ 
ing  of  the  disease  and  take  all  precautions 
against  spreading  the  organism. 

The  Sanitorium  is  a  little  community  with¬ 
in  itself.  There  is  a  patients'  council  with  a 
representative  from  each  ward.  This  council 
arranges  entertainment,  concerts,  and  other 
activities.  The  hospital  radio  system  with 
earphones  supplied  to  each  bed  assists  in 
furthering  the  patient’s  understanding  of 
tuberculosis  and  also  informs  him  of  events 
taking  place  in  the  “Sanitorium  Family”. 
"I  he  Occupational  Therapy  Department  plays 
an  important  role  in  treatment.  The  patients’ 
exercise  grade  indicates  how  much  of  such 


work  his  is  permitted  to  do  daily  This  de¬ 
partment  is  not  for  production  but  rather 
to  occupy  the  mind.  There  is  a  Sanitorium 
paper,  called  the  “Link”,  prepared  and  issued 
monthly  by  the  patients  and  staff.  The  voca¬ 
tional  guidance  teacher  visits  each  new  pa¬ 
tient  and  plans  with  him  some  outline  of 
how  he  may  use  his  time  in  hospital  con¬ 
structively. 

Isolation  technique  is  not  accentuated 
because  the  whole  hospital  is  isolated.  The 
nurses  wear  masks  to  do  the  immediate  bed¬ 
side  care.  Uniforms  must  be  changed  before 
going  to  meals  or  off  duty.  We  spent  some 
time  on  a  surgical  ward  where  tuberculosis 
of  the  bone  was  most  common.  Major  opera¬ 
tions  are  performed  in  their  modern  operat¬ 
ing  room  and  various  orthopedic  devices  sup¬ 
plement  treatment.  The  patients  are  allowed 
out  on  the  sun  deck  every  day  and  we  had 
a  great  time  moving  frames,  pulleys,  and 
ropes.  Another  week  is  spent  on  the  Post- 
Operative  floor.  This  is  the  busiest  and  per¬ 
haps  the  most  interesting  ward.  Chest  sur¬ 
gery  routine  is  very  intricate  and  carried  out 
with  great  precaution.  It  is  simplified  by  the 
fact  that  detailed  explanations  are  given  the 
patient  pre-operatively  and  his  co-operation 
is  usually  excellent.  His  determination  to  re¬ 
cover  remains  utmost  in  his  mind. 

Before  we  knew  it,  the  time  had  come  to 
say  “  Good-bye”  to  some  truly  great  and 
wonderful  people.  As  Miss  Wright  said, 
“Those  of  us  who  have  worked  in  a  Sani¬ 
torium  lose  our  fear  of  tuberculosis  but 
acquire  a  great  respect  for  the  disease.” 

Doris  Bateman 

Elizabeth  Singer 


YEA  SICK  KIDDIES! 


O.R.  (continued  from  page  45) 


For  three  months  we  enjoyed  ourselves  in 
the  world  of  little  people.  Did  we  say  en¬ 
joyed,  yes,  enjoyed  by  most  and  certainly 
educational  for  all. 

Infants  and  Toddlers  presented  some  inter¬ 
esting  problems  which  we  learned  to  cope 
with  after  much  frustration.  How  were  we 
to  convince  a  three-year-old  that  bad-tasting 
medicine  can  do  so  much  good?  Psychology, 
nursie,  remember!  On  Infectious,  Miss  Pal¬ 
mer  proved  to  be  a  stickler  for  technique, 
but  in  spite  of  all  efforts  a  few  of  us  even 
managed  to  contract  a  communicable  disease 
from  those  glassed-in  rooms.  And  the  hours 
we  spent  in  the  toyroom  amusing  those  little 
“trolls’’  with  pandas  and  fire-engines  and 
dolls  will  long  be  remembered,  too. 

We  left  after  twelve  weeks,  knowing  that 
Dr.  Spock  had  some  good  ideas  after  all,  and 
children  really  are  a  joy  to  the  world! 

Glo  and  Lo,  Nov.,  ’54. 


All  my  previous  experiences  were  nothing 
compared  to  senior  scrubbing.  Everyone  has 
a  different  feeling  about  it  I  know,  but  to 
know  what  the  doctors  are  going  to  require 
next  without  being  told,  to  see  what  was 
going  on,  to  explore  growths  and  organs  at 
the  doctor’s  invitation,  to  work  with  skilled 
doctors  who  will  one  day  be  exceptional  in 
their  chosen  field,  was  a  privilege  I  shall 
never  forget  and  I  never  wanted  it  to  change. 

The  next  weeks  as  senior  nurse  all  my 
previous  teaching  and  experience  culminated 
in  a  clear  picture  of  0.  R.  work  as  a  nurse. 

And  as  things  progress  with  the  ever- 
increasing  years  we  find  ourselves  with  a 
new  operating  room  rotation.  We  now  have 
the  opportunity  of  working  in  different  fields 
of  surgery  in  our  regular  6  week  term.  But 
whether  it  be  in  D.O.R.  with  neurosurgery, 
in  E.O.R.  with  ear,  eye,  nose  and  throat,  or 
in  A. O.R.  with  general  surgery  we  are  still 
a  part  of  a  team  striving  to  aid  or  save  a 
life. 

And  strange  it  is  that  eating  dinner  in  a 
rush  missing  most  of  your  hours,  feeling  the 
perspiration  running  down  your  back,  sip¬ 
ping  coffee  through  a  straw  waiting  for 
the  doctor  to  arrive,  starting  work  at  6.20 
a  m.,  staggering  off  duty  so  tired  you  didn't 
want  to  do  anything  but  sleep,  were  all  a 
part  of  my  happiest  6  weeks  in  training. 

Marg  Brown. 

Sept  54. 


He  knew  that  she  would  compose  him, 

And  clear  his  stuffy  head. 

He  found  her  in  the  kitchen, 

And  to  her  his  plight  he  said. 

She  wept  hot  tears  of  sympathy, 

He  clung  her  to  his  breast, 

And  held  her  closely  to  him, 

With  her  head  upon  his  chest. 

His  eyes  were  closed,  his  teeth  were  clenched, 
He  stood  there  like  a  stone, 

Then  all  of  a  sudden  there  burst  from  him 
A  sob,  a  hopeless  groan. 

“Oh,  Oh!”  he  cried,  ‘‘I  can’t  stand  this!” 
And  far  from  him  he  cast  her. 

For  he  was  a  poor  man  with  a  cold 
And  she  —  a  mustard  plaster! 


Picture  at  left  shows  new  isolette 
in  premature  nursery.  Nurse  is 
Nancy  McDonald. 


ST.  THOMAS 


The  rumor  is  out  —  rototion  is  up  —  and 
our  future  is  St.  Thomas.  Will  we  ever  for¬ 
get  the  last  minute  packing,  farewell  parties, 
and  hectic  good-byes!  An  ancient  trolley 
was  our  mode  of  conveyance,  between  Lon¬ 
don  and  the  hospital.  But  finally  we  did 
arrive  —  after  numerous  whistles,  stops, 
starts,  wobbles  and  shakes!  Even  in  our 
slightly  dazed  condition,  we  were  awed  by 
the  spaciousness  of  our  surroundings,  coupled 
with  the  quiet  solitude  of  the  country-side. 
Both  the  hospital  and  the  residence  were 
modern  in  design,  beautiful  and  clean.  We 
thought  our  hospital  was  big  —  until  we  saw 
those  corridors,  literally  stretching  for  miles! 
The  residence  was  built  on  three  floors, 
with  the  affiliates  residing  on  the  top  floor, 
each  to  her  own  room. 

There  are  adjustments  to  make  —  a  whole 
new  way  of  life  to  live  —  nursing  illnesses 
of  the  mind,  rather  than  of  the  body  — 
learning  a  new  approach  to  help  the  patients 
solve  their  problems  —  and,  becoming  ac¬ 
customed  to  the  serenity  of  the  country,  in 
deference  to  the  blare  of  the  city.  But  quick¬ 
ly  the  routine  enfolds  us.  Prayers  at  7:45, 
breakfast  as  8,  wards  at  8:30.  This  morning, 
perhaps  we  will  help  with  electro-convulsive 
therapy  ,or  insulin  coma  therapy,  or  attend 
conference  with  the  doctors,  or  else  spend 
the  morning  helping  about  the  ward  by  talk¬ 
ing  to,  and  thus  helping  the  patient.  Lunch 
at  noon,  lectures  from  one  to  three,  our  sub¬ 
jects  being  psychiatry,  psychology  and  psychi¬ 
atric  nursing  Most  of  us  knew  little  about 
these  subjects,  but  we  learned  quickly  the 
important  role  they  play  in  everyone’s  life. 

One  must  approach  these  subjects  with  an 
open  mind,  coupled  with  the  desire  to  im¬ 
prove  oneself — by  doing  some  honest  soul 
searching,  in  acquiring  insight,  to  be  intro¬ 
spective,  which  is  no  easy  matter.  We  all  are 
individuals,  each  tending  towards  a  type  of 
personality.  We  gleaned  much  new  informa¬ 
tion  in  three  months,  but  actually,  only  start¬ 
ed  our  education  on  such  vastly  interesting 
topics. 

Recreationaily,  it  was  also  a  change.  The 
evening  would  find  us  where?  Reading  his¬ 
tories  to  help  us  understand  better  the  prob¬ 


lems  facing  the  patient?  Reading  Freud  for 
his  views  on  these  subjects?  Making  like 
athletes  over  at  the  recreational  hall,  play¬ 
ing  badminton,  or  basketball?  (Who’s  that 
banging  on  the  piano?)  Going  into  St. 
Thomas  —  or  Who’s  for  coffee?  The  social 
life  may  have  varied  drastically,  depending 
on  the  season.  Remember  Saturday  after¬ 
noon  and  Sunday  off  each  week.  This  week¬ 
end,  whats  on  the  agenda?  The  Western 
home-coming  —  a  typical  football  weekend? 
A  wienie  roast  on  the  fabulous  beach  at  Port 
Stanley  or  will  it  be  dancing  at  the  Stork 
Club,  nitespot  of  Western  Ontario.  Or  in¬ 
stead,  spending  a  quiet  weekend  in  residence, 
chatting  with  the  gals  about  variations  in 
uniforms  (seven  types  featured)  and  banter¬ 
ing  about  the  difference  in  rules  and  regu¬ 
lations  of  her  hospital. 

Now  the  end  is  near,  and  how  we  hate 
the  thought  of  leaving.  The  dream  is  fading, 
as  all  dreams  do,  and  once  again  we  are 
back  in  the  big  city,  at  a  big  city  hospital. 

By  Barb.  Sauder. 

Beth  Panter 

EMERGENCY 

It  is  just  like  the  time  you  arrived  on 
wards  to  make  that  first  empty  bed.  Fright¬ 
ened  though  you  may  be,  you  will  probably 
never  feel  more  keen  or  eager  during  your 
training  than  in  this  environment  of  hustle, 
bustle,  and  the  unexpected.  Here  more  than 
anywhere  you  will  experience  the  “lull  before 
the  storm’’  as  the  author  truly  meant  it. 

There  you  are  with  the  whining  of  the  siren 
still  in  your  ears!  Kochers!  Snaps!  Kelleys! 
Can  you  still  remember  which  is  which? 
The  patient  whose  arrival  is  still  so  fresh 
in  your  mind,  is  on  the  table,  draped,  and 
you  ARE  ready.  Then  there  is  the  type  of 
operation  for  which  you  never  will  be  pre¬ 
pared.  Have  you  guessed  it?  Well,  of  course, 
Dr.  Couch  in  person.  Those  dashing  gen¬ 
darmes  arrive  with  anything  from  a  fracture 
to  a  minute  splinter.  “Miss  Whitney,  what 
do  I  do  now?’’  When  it  is  a  splinter  that’s 
involved,  you  can  be  sure  that  their  ulterior 
motives  are  centered  around  a  cup  of  coffee 
and  a  little  social  conversation. 

Despite  the  alertness  which  is  your  con¬ 
stant  companion  here,  there  is  an  air  of 
oneness  in  regard  to  the  patient. 

Oh!  There  it  is  —  an  ambulance  roars  in 
—  Call  Dr.  Boroway.  Emergency! 

Mary  Lou  Levis. 
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Effie:  “Who  are  they  operating  on  today?" 
Dr.  P.  A.:  “A  fellow  who  had  a  golf  ball 
knocked  down  his  throat  at  the  course.’’ 

Effie  “And  who  is  the  man  waiting  so 
nervously  in  the  hall,  a  relative?’’ 

Dr.  P.  A.:  “No,  that’s  old  Shep  the  golfer 
waiting  for  his  ball.” 

Miss  Bailey: 

I’m  not  quite  so  easy  to  please 
As  some  of  my  co-worker  she’s. 

A  man  otological, 

Or  opthalmalogical, 

Can  alone  my  desire  appease. 


7-7  NIGHTS 


It  is  now  3  o’clock  in  the  morning,  and  all 
the  earth  is  silent.  Distantly  we  can  hear 
the  city  hall  clock  striking  the  hour.  Beyond 
these  walls  the  big  city  sleeps  .  .  .  the  blare 
of  the  car  horn  has  dimmed  into  the  distance 
.  .  .  the  street  has  been  deserted  for  its  brief 
interlude.  I  find  that  I  am  on  7  to  7  nights 
for  the  first  time. 

Outside,  the  world  is  sleeping,  but  tho’ 
the  hospital  be  bedded  down  for  the  night, 
activity  never  ceases  for  the  women  in  white. 
They  are  a  constant  reminder  that  their  job 
is  never  finished,  despite  the  hour  denoted 
by  the  clock.  The  night  supervisor  is  Miss 
Woolford,  better  known  as  “Woolfie,”  who 
has  been  the  overseer  for  the  past  25  years. 
She  and  her  able  assistants  can  be  observed 
making  rounds  to  see  that  all’s  well,  and  lend 
a  helping  hand,  where  needed. 

The  routine  starts  at  7  p.m.  —  temps  to 
take,  p.m.  cares  to  do  —  medicines  to  give 

—  perchance  McKenzie  routine  to  maintain 

—  an  alcohol  sponge  to  the  fevered  patient 

—  book  work  to  complete  before  12  —  tray 
count,  census,  orders  to  copy  —  and  then 
midnight  supper.  Silently  and  methodically 
the  nurses  make  rounds  to  be  sure  that  all 
slumber  well.  Comes  the  dawn  and  with  the 
end  of  this  nocturnal  vigilance  the  city 
awakens. 

Our  six  week  terms  did  have  an  end,  but, 
at  times,  we  had  our  doubts.  Although  this 
shift  is  now  extinct,  the  memory  lingers  on. 
The  experience  gained  was  invaluable,  but 
progress  and  consequential  improvement  are 
inevitable. 


YOUR  ROOM-MATE 

Who  borrows  all  your  ready  cash? 

Your  room-mate. 

Whose  talk  is  senseless  balderdash? 

Your  room-mate. 

Who  borrows  all  your  buttons,  caps, 

And  plans  to  give  them  back  —  perhaps? 
Who  gets  you  in  the  darndest  scraps? 
Your  room-mate. 

Who  clutters  up  your  bed  with  clothes? 
Your  room-mate. 

Who  never  looks  before  she  throws? 

Your  room-mate. 

Who  keeps  you  wide  awake  at  night? 
Who  never  puts  the  alarm  on  rignt? 

Who  ought  to  go  and  fly  a  kite? 

Your  room-mate. 

Who  giggles  at  you  when  you  flunk? 

Your  room-mate. 

Who  always  laughs  when  you  are  sunk? 
Your  room-mate. 

Who  always  on  your  bedside  camps? 

Who  breaks  the  furniture  and  lamps? 
Who  borrows  all  your  postage  stamps? 
Your  room-mate. 

But  who’s  a  constant  pal  to  you? 

Who  overlooks  the  things  you  do? 

Who  knows  and  loves  you  thru’  and  thru’? 
Your  mother! 
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STUDYING  FOR  EXAMS 

here  are  exams  and  we  have  to  study 
for  them.  If  there  weren’t  any,  I  guess  no 
one  would  study.  Or  am  I  wrong?  Maybe, 
i  should  exempt  a  few  of  our  student  nurses. 
The  few  who  study  for  the  love  of  knowledge, 
for  the  love  of  being  able  to  impart  this 
knowledge  to  their  patients,  (in  modified 
doses  of  course.),  to  their  relatives  and 
friends  with  the  air  of  being  the  knowing 
ones  (doctors  in  the  family  should  not  be 
present,  then),  and  at  last  but  not  least, 
to  their  teachers  who  are  charmed,  delighted 
that  their  labour  in  bearing  fruit. 

Th  is  fruit  is  also  likely  to  carry  seeds. 
So  that,  when  facing  a  procedure  like  a 
sternal  puncture,  anatomy  sown  into  our 
minds  will  shoot  forth  and  guide  us.  A  front 
part  of  the  human  skeleton  and  not  the  back 
of  a  ship  will  be  associated  with  this  adjective 
modifying  the  noun  ‘puncture’. 

Now,  that  studying  is  compulsory,  that 
everyone  has  to  spend  quite  a  number  of 
Drecious  hours  of  her  all  too  precious  young 
life  fulfilling  this  duty.  There  are  different 
ways  of  approaching  it.  Again,  there  are  a 
few,  who,  as  recommended  by  the  teaching 
staff,  study  one  full  hour  for  each  lecture 
each  night.  No  movies,  no  boyfriends,  no 
television,  for  you  the  conscientious  one.! 
Not  even  a  little  gossip  with  your  next  door 
neighbour’s  room-mate.  It  should  take  too 
much  of  your  precious  time!  If  you  do  suffer 
from  verbal  diarrhoea  after  class,  limit  your 
oral  excreta  to  pharmacological  anatomical, 
psychological  and  last  but  not  least  ethical 
ones!  You  will  pull  off  with  98  1/2  in  your 
exams,  1  1/2  points  missing  due  to  a  mis¬ 
calculation  by  your  clinical  instructor. 

Three  quarters  of  the  class  who  took 
Miss  jennings’  benevolent  advice  to  heart  do 
not  neglect  their  outside  social  activities. 

Studying,  indeed,  means  a  severe  blow 
to  their  nomeostasis’  (to  make  use  of  Mr. 
Ross’  terminology).  But  there  is  no  mercy 
coming  from  instructors  to  those  student 
nurses  grappling  with  equilibria!  difficulties. 
Sixty  or  not  sixty  per  cent,  that  is  the  ques¬ 
tion!  Still,  going  to  bed  at  three  o’clock  at 
night  for  the  sake  of  studying  and  getting  up 
at  :ive  in  the  morning  on  the  day  of  the 
exom  or  ever  a  couple  of  days  before  does 
no*  help  everyone.  Occasionally,  we  do  have 
fail  nit  who  tells  me  that  those  who 
not  the  smartest?  How  many 


genii  in  human  history  did  not  fail  several 
exams  and  still  became  outstanding  person¬ 
alities?  Let  us  hope  the  best  for  the  history 
of  our  own  class. 

BY  Isabella  Dreshner. 

jan  57 

“HOME,  SWEET  HOME” 

Will  we  ever  forget  our  three  years  in 
residence? 

Somewhere  in  the  large  vine-covered  build¬ 
ing  each  had  a  little  niche  that  was  home. 
Some  of  them  were  neatly  kept  but  in  most 
the  closet  was  forever  overflowing  on  to  the 
chairs  and  bed  until  they  were  barely  visible. 
Lovingly  the  rooms  were  bedecked  with  bal¬ 
loons,  swizzle  sticks,  snap  shots  or  poems 
about  the  sad  lot  of  student  nurses  —  a 
terrifying  nightmare  for  an  interior  decor¬ 
ator. 

In  the  morning  if  you  were  lucky  enough 
to  be  on  the  4-12  shift  the  maid  would  be 
in  bright  and  early,  to  empty  the  waste  paper 
basket  or  tip-toe  quietly  (?)  about  with  a 
mop.  On  12-8  a  large  forbidding  sign,  often 
illustrated,  had  to  be  hung  on  the  door  to 
keep  out  visitors  but  nothing  could  stop  the 
radio  down  the  hall,  the  telephone  ringing, 
or  cut  short  the  frantic  laughter  from  next 
door  of  fellow  students  “off  on  hours”. 

At  night  the  residence  was  veritably  alive 
with  every  activity  imagineable.  Home  per¬ 
manents  were  given,  accompanied  by  the 
stifling  aroma  of  ammonia.  Birthdays  were 
celebrated  in  joyous  style  and  intriguing 
shrieks  of  laughter  came  fiom  behind  num¬ 
erous  closed  doors.  There  were  bridge  games 
in  Cozy  Nook,  television  in  the  reception 
room  and  if  one  wanted  to  study,  or  had  to, 
even  a  library  was  available. 

There  were  a  host  of  annoying  things  that 
we  shall  soon  be  remembering  with  a  smile 
—  the  elevator  that  invariably  had  a  sign 
out  saying,  “Elevator  out  of  Order’’  or  “Floor 
being  washed”.  Has  ever  a  floor  been  kept 
so  clean?  The  signing  of  the  weight  book 
that  was  impossible  to  remember  at  the  end 
of  the  month,  the  beautiful  but  bare  cup¬ 
boards  of  Cozy  Nook,  or  the  nasty  little  black 
book  that  had  to  be  attended  to  before  one 
could  get  in  after  11:30. 

Do  we  seem  to  make  fun  of  our  residence 
life?  Well,  perhaps,  but  we  just  dare  any¬ 
one  else  to  because  it  was  a  grand  life  and 
very  dear  to  us  who  are  now  departing.  On 
many,  many  occasions  we  will  remember  the 
good  old  times  and  the  friends  who  shared 
them  with  us. 
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SEPTEMBER  1956 


On  the  twenty-first  day  of  September  last 

yeQr’ 

A  host  of  new  “probies”  began  their  life  here. 

There  were  tall  ones  and  short  ones  and 
pretty  and  plain ; 

All  hoped  to  be  nurses  so  onward  they  came. 

As  the  noisiest  class  they  broadcast  their 
fame. 

They  soon  settled  down  and  lived  up  to  their 
name. 

To  their  classes  they  faithfully  trotted  each 
day 

To  learn  about  Dixie  and  how  she’s  that  way, 

Til  their  heads  darn  near  burst  with  those 
anatomical  names. 

Like  sacrospinalis  and  still  worse  they  came, 

Then  exams  in  Anatomy,  Principles,  Pharm.; 

To  study  two  nights  really  did  them  no  harm. 

On  the  wards  they  descended  with  one  aim 
declared ; 

To  prove  to  the  head  nurse  bow  well  they’d 
prepared, 

And  how  their  first  bed  of  perfection  would 
scream. 

And  later  they’d  help  out  each  girl  in  her 
team. 

But  later  when  each  girl  sidled  down  the  long 
ward, 

Each  one  much  too  frightened  to  try  and  act 
bored, 


As  the  eyes  of  each  patient  recorded  their 
view, 

Remarks  could  be  heard,  “Oh,  my  gosh,  they 
look  new.’’ 

Now  soon  after  Christmas  these  girls  were 
old  hands. 

They  got  “little  sisters’’  from  faraway  lands. 

But  it  proved  that  our  girls  were  no  longer 
the  tots, 

Though  likely  each  junior  from  them  could 
learn  lots. 

And  so  the  days  passed  until  March  twenty- 
one, 

They  decided  to  end  their  first  six  months 
in  fun 

So  Sue  got  to  work  then  with  Mary  and  joan, 

And  soon  the  big  plans  for  a  hay  ride  had 
grown 

Until  fifty-six  girls  worked  and  then  had  all 
their  fun. 

If  asked  now  to  leave,  why  you  couldn’t  find 
one, 

Who’d  give  up  the  fun,  the  hard  work  and 
the  food, 

For  ginger  and  cheese  on  a  sandwich  is 
“good”? 

So  we  now  have  a  host  of  good  nurses  who  fix 

To  be  grads  in  the  class  of  September  “fifty- 


THE  NURSES  “IF” 


If  you  can  do  eight  hours  perpetual  motion, 
And  still  be  fresh  as  when  the  day  began,, 

If  you  can  treat  a  sick  man’s  silly  notion, 

With  all  the  playfulness  of  Peter  Pan. 

If  round  about  you  roars  a  sea  of  anger, 

And  you  remain  as  cool  as  Everest, 

If  in  the  midst  of  all  the  kitchen  clangour, 
You  rainbow  hue  the  air  with  laugh  and  jest, 
If  you  can  take  a  score  of  things  in  order, 

And  cary  through  their  lot  without  mistake, 
If  you  can  be  a  temperature  recorder, 

When  every  bone  within  you  seems  to  ache, 

If  you  can  watch  your  hands  grow  rough  and 
horny, 

Ana  see  your  hair  get  straggly  at  the  side, 

If  you  can  feel  your  feet  grow  sore  and  corny, 
Yet  walk  the  ward  as  gaily  as  a  bride, 

If  you  can  say  when  doctor  makes  a  blunder, 


That  you’re  the  one  who  should  have  taken 
care, 

If  you  can  stand  the  matron’s  rage  and  thun¬ 
der, 

Then  carry  on  as  if  she  weren’t  there. 

If  you  can  hear  the  girls  in  business  vaunting, 
That  they  have  twice  your  leisure  and  your 

pay* 

If  you  can  note  their  care-free,  week-end 
jaunting, 

And  be  unenvious  of  their  dates  and  play, 

If  you  can  do  all  this  and  keep  your  reason 
And  never  feel  the  urge  to  kick  and  curse, 
You’ll  be  a  lady  in  and  out  of  season, 

And  what  is  more,  my  girl,  you’ll  be  a  nurse. 

By  Robert  Barr,  M.A., 

Late  minister  of  Knox 
Presbyterian  Church,  Toronto. 
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BANFF 

CONVENTION 

Have  you  ever  seen  the  Rockies  with  their 
snow-capped  peaks,  the  rivers  and  mountain 
lakes  glistening  in  the  sunlight,  or  a  moose 
staring  at  you  nonchalantly  from  behind  a 
fir  tree?  No?  Our  advice  to  you,  young 
nurse,  is  to  “head  West”  where  all  of  this 
is  found  and  scenery  is  at  its  best. 

Bright  and  early  Sunday  morning  over 
1,000  nurses  from  Newfoundland  to  British 
Columbia  were  warmly  welcomed  to  the  27th 
biennial  meeting  of  the  Canadian  Nurses’ 
Association  by  Miss  Helen  McArthur,  the 
very  capable  and  personable  president  of  the 
Association.  One  of  the  most  interesting 
features  of  the  day  was  the  presentation  of 
a  gavel  of  Canadian  maple  to  the  president 
of  the  Newfoundland  Association  and  the 
official  welcome  by  the  C.N.A.  Glancing 
through  the  program  for  the  week,  we  noted 
with  anticipation  that  our  days  would  be 
full  of  interesting  and  educational  meetings, 
some  of  the  highlights  of  which  were  biennial 
reports  given  by  the  Secretary-Treasurer  of 
the  C.N.A.,  the  decision  to  move  the  national 
headquarters  of  the  Association  and  of  The 
Canadian  Nurse  from  Montreal  to  Ottawa. 
A  panel  discussion  on  “Pathways  to  the 
Future”  in  mental  health  and  nursing  in 
mental  hospitals  was  extremely  interesting 
to  us  all,  especially  since  the  main  theme 
of  the  panel  was  the  necessity  of  psychiatric 
training  for  nurses  of  today  and  tomorrow. 
Friday  morning  was  taken  up  with  a  lively 
discussion  concerning  communication  be¬ 
tween  staff  and  students  and  the  general 
public.  The  climax  to  our  week  was  the 
Mary  Agnes  Snively  Memorial  lecture  and  a 
stimulating  address  by  Professor  F.  M.  Salter 
of  the  Department  of  English,  University  of 
Alberta,  who  traced  the  progress  of  the 
profession  from  the  pre- Nightingale  period 
vo  the  present  day.  He  finished  his  address 
by  ;itmg  that  the  profession  has  the  ability 
end  develop  even  more  if  its  mem- 
and  will  work  together  towards 
this  goo;  if  greater  service  to  mankind. 

joyabfe  day  from  our  aspect 
was  the  day  spent  with  the  students  dis¬ 


cussing  problems  common  to  us  all.  The 
changing  programs  in  nursing  education  were 
of  tremendous  interest  to  us,  and  this  was 
the  subject  of  the  panel  discussion.  The  re¬ 
spective  programs  of  the  Toronto  Western 
Hospital,  University  of  Toronto  School,  and 
the  Metropolitan  School  at  Windsor  were 
outlined  by  Nora  Entwhistle,  Elsa  Skepperd, 
and  Miss  McLeod,  respectively.  The  dis¬ 
cussion  was  followed  by  a  buzz  group  session 
in  which  questions  of  prime  importance  to 
students  were  thoroughly  pulled  apart  and 
put  back  together  again.  From  reports  in  the 
afternoon  of  the  various  groups  we  gathered 
a  wealth  of  valuable  information  pertaining 
to  the  student  nurse  and  the  important  role 
she  will  play  in  the  Pathways  to  the  Future. 

And  now,  if  you  look  once  again  at  our 
week’s  schedule,  you  will  see  in  capital  let¬ 
ters  “The  Wide  Open  Spaces.”  This  merely 
meant  that  a  couple  of  afternoons  of  the 
week  could  be  spent  enjoying  the  scenic 
beauty  offered  by  the  Rockies.  These  we  ex¬ 
ploited  to  the  utmost,  in  a  trip  to  Lake 
Louise,  a  hair-raising  journey  on  the  Mount 
Norquay  chairlift,  horseback  riding,  hiking 
in  the  pouring  rain,  swimming  outdoors  at 
the  Banff  Springs  Hotel  with  the  snow¬ 
capped  mountains  as  a  back-drop,  and  a 
never-to-be-forgotten  paddle  up  the  Bow 
River  to  some  icy,  snow-fed  mountain  lakes. 
At  last,  but  certainly  of  prime  importance, 
were  the  sessions  at  which  appetites  other 
than  those  for  knowledge  were  filled.  The 
most  typical  Albertan  of  these  was  a  Wes¬ 
tern  dinner  at  the  Hotel  which  consisted  of 
such  things  as  the  “passion  fruit  of  the 
West,”  “Wild  West  on  the  Hoof,”  and  “Pro¬ 
pane”  (coffee).  A  more  sedate  banquet  was 
held  for  the  Alumnae  of  the  Toronto  General 
Hospital  and  finally  the  students  entertained 
the  C.N.A.  committee  at  an  informal  dinner 
held  at  the  School  of  Fine  Arts.  Our  student 
activities  were  brought  to  a  climax  by  a 
snake  line  through  the  main  street  of  Banff, 
led  by  the  red-coated  Mounties,  to  a  huge 
weiner  roast  by  the  edge  of  the  Bow,  where 
stomachs  were  filled  and  voices  exercised  to 
the  utmost. 

To  end  this  tale  which  expresses  most  in¬ 
adequately  our  wonderful  week  at  Banff,  we 
would  like  to  say  “thank  you”  a  thousand 
times  for  giving  us  this  opportunity  to  see 
Canada  and  its  nurses  from  coast  to  coast. 

Mary  Wilkinson 

Judy  McPherson 


54 


SOCIAL 


RESIDENCE  LIFE 


The  Hallowe'en  masquerade  in  October 
marked  the  beginning  of  the  Toronto  General 
Hospital  social  activities  for  the  years  1953- 
54.  Frizes  were  awarded  to  the  most  original 
costumes.  Square  dancing  and  reels  echoed 
through  the  halls  of  the  Nurses’  Residence 
at  the  Fall  Informal  held  in  November  where 
all  present  enjoyed  a  casual,  social  evening. 

The  Annual  Christmas  Carol  Service  was 
held  in  December.  The  student  nurses’  choir 
under  the  leadership  of  Miss  E.  Minty  ren¬ 
dered  in  song  a  performance  of  old  and  new 
carols.  The  Royal  York  was  the  scene  of 
the  Winter  Formal  in  February  of  this  year. 
A  tremendous  success! 

Banff  was  the  theme  of  Fun  Night  in 
March.  The  main  objective  was  to  raise 
funds  in  order  to  aid  in  sending  two  student 
representatives  to  the  Canadian  Nurses’ 
Association  conference  in  Banff.  And  of 
course,  the  social  highlight  of  the  gala  as¬ 
pects  of  Graduation  gave  the  year  the  finish¬ 
ing  touch. 

Nancy  Gammon, 

Social  Convenor. 


1.  Thou  shalt  have  no  outside  interests 
before  thee. 

2.  Thou  shalt  not  make  thyself  any  pony¬ 
tails,  for  the  staff  will  not  hold  you 
guiltless  who  weareth  such  on  duty. 

3.  Thou  shalt  not  take  the  name  of  an 
interne  for  thine  own. 

4.  Remember  the  Sabbath  Day.  Six  days 
shalt  thou  labour  and  on  the  seventh 
thou  shalt  clean  cupboards. 

5.  Honour  these  rules  and  regulations  or 
thy  training  shalt  not  be  long  before 
thee. 

6.  Thou  shalt  not  linger  longer  on  the  door 
step  than  11:30. 

7.  Thou  shalt  not  kill  but  need  not  strive 
officially  to  keep  alive. 

3.  Thou  shalt  not  steal  thy  patient’s  food 
that  is  in  the  refrigerator. 

9.  Thou  shalt  not  bear  any  false  excuses  to 
the  Nursing  Office  or  the  Infirmary. 

10.  Thou  shalt  not  covet  thy  patient’s  choc¬ 
olates  while  he  is  asleep,  nor  anything 
that  is  thy  patients! 

Compliments  O.C.H. 


The  activities  about  the  residences  have 
been  numerous  in  the  past  year.  Participa¬ 
tion  of  student  nurses  in  such  groups  as  the 
music,  Christian,  literary,  infirmary,  and 
sports  committees  have  marked  important 
and  memorable  occasions  on  the  busy  cal¬ 
endar. 

An  active  committee  has  been  the  music 
organization  headed  by  Pat  Nicol.  This  com¬ 
mittee  worked  hard  on  the  Christmas  Carol 
Service;  they  also  supply  the  music  for  morn¬ 
ing  prayers. 

The  two  Christian  groups  include  the  Stu¬ 
dent  Christian  Movement  and  the  Nurses’ 
Christian  Fellowship.  The  latter  group  is 
entirely  a  nurses’  organization  which  offers 
weekly  meetings,  discussions  and  firesides 
on  the  aspects  of  Christian  living.  This  group 
has  an  energetic  and  enthusiastic  representa¬ 
tion.  The  Student  Christian  Movement  which 
is  connected  with  the  University  of  Toronto 
was  organized  in  this  hospital  two  years  ago 
and  enables  the  students  to  carry  on  a 
Christian  education. 

Doris  Bateman  kept  an  eagle  eye  on  the 
sick  bay  list  over  the  past  year.  Dorie  was 
chairman  of  the  Infirmary  Committee  which 
supplied  flowers  or  gifts  to  the  girls  who 
found  it  necessary  to  recline  in  the  Infirmary 
over  a  two  week  period. 

Congratulations  go  to  Norma  Messenger 
for  providing  the  students  with  excellent  new 
novels  for  the  fiction  library  on  the  second 
floor,  East  Residence.  The  selection  was  var¬ 
ied  with  interest  for  everyone. 

For  the  television  fans  a  lovely  twenty-one 
inch  set  is  situated  in  the  West  Residence 
Sitting  Room.  Along  with  this,  daily  news¬ 
papers  and  the  telephones  give  comfort  for 
all. 

Such  events  and  activities  illustrate  that 
the  residence  life  at  T.G.H.  presents  a  varied 
and  active  programme.  At  any  rate  —  the 
students  make  it  so  —  they’re  always  on 
the  go! 

Beth  Estey. 

Please  tread  gently  upon  this  flooring 
Behind  this  door  lies  a  night  nurse  snoring; 
Wake  not  this  angel  in  her  bed. 

Again  I  beseech  you  “easy  on  the  tread”. 

Think  not  of  to-day,  but  of  to-morrow. 

You  too  may  be  in  this  same  great  sorrow. 
“NIGHT  NURSE  SLEEPING” 

N.  Reigler,  Sept.  ’55. 


NURSES’  COMMANDMENTS 
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T.S.N.A.  BASKETBALL  CHAMPIONS,  1954 
FRONT  ROW  (left  to  right):  Janet  Dedlow,  Ann  Gilday,  Mary  Wilkinson,  Marion 
Gracey,  Nora  Paton. 

SECOND  ROW  (left  to  right):  Myrna  Dunn,  Mary  Crich,  Marg  Drew,  Mary  Lou 
Rennicks,  Carol  Simpson,  Barb  O’Donnell. 

ABSENT:  Anne  Ksenica,  Irene  Kravenchuk,  Margaret  Farr,  Joyce  Mitchell. 


SPORTS 

The  T.C.H.  sports  year  started  off  with 
a  splash.  Swimming  teams  from  eight  To¬ 
ronto  hospitals  met  in  January  at  Humber¬ 
side  Collegiate  for  a  night  of  strenuous 
stroking.  The  Hospital  for  Sick  Children 
swam  their  way  to  a  victory  with  T.C.H. 
placing  second,  Wellesley  third,  and  Toronto 


T.G.H.  SWIMMING  TEAM 
LEFT  TO  RIGHT:  Mary  Lou  Rennicks,  Mary 
Wilkinson,  Claire  Campbell,  Barbara  O’Don¬ 
nell,  Pat  Cooper. 

ABSENT:  Pat  Neilson. 


East  General  fourth.  After  the  meet  we  were 
entertained  royally  at  the  Nurses’  Residence 
at  St.  Joseph’s  Hospital  with  delicious  re¬ 
freshments.  No  trolley  cars  were  used  for 
transportation  this  night.  Miss  Ives’  Chev. 
carried  us  to  and  from. 

Along  came  March  and  once  again  we 
were  basketball  conscious.  With  a  power- 
packed  team  we  whizzed  through  three 
nights  of  energetic  dribbling  and  played  in 
the  finals  against  H  S.C.  Thanks  to  a  strong 
guard  line  and  some  sharp  shooters  we  ended 
with  a  score  of  34-/.  Proudly  we  carried 
the  T.S.N.A.  shield  back  to  T.C.H.  for  the 
second  year  in  a  -ow. 

We  are  now  looking  forward  to  June  and 
tennis.  With  the  action  we’ve  seen  lately 
we  re  sure  to  have  a  top  team  to  represent 
the  school.  Here’s  hoping  one  of  those 
mighty  bulldozers  that  are  presently  digging 
up  the  lawn  doesn’t  accidently  remove  our 
court  some  night. 

Of  course,  swimming  will  be  enjoyed  by 
many  this  summer  with  the  memberships 
provided  for  us  by  the  hospital  to  the  Mc¬ 
Gill  St.  Y.W.C.A.  This  year  has  been  a  busy 
and  successful  one  but  next  year  may  bring 
even  greater  honours  to  T.C.H.  Good  luck 
to  all  in  1955! 


Mary  Wilkinson 
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TRIBUTE  TO  NURSES 


The  world  grows  brighter  year  by  year, 
Because  some  nurse  in  her  little  sphere, 
Puts  on  her  apron  and  grins  and  sings 
And  keeps  on  doing  the  same  old  things. 
Taking  temperatures,  giving  the  pills 
To  remedy  mankind’s  numberless  ills. 

Feeding  the  babies,  answering  the  bells, 

Being  polite  with  a  heart  that  rebels. 

Longing  for  home  and  all  the  while 
Wearing  that  same  old  professional  smile. 
Blessing  the  newborn  babe’s  first  breath 
Closing  the  eyes  that  are  still  in  death. 

Taking  the  blame  for  the  doctor’s  mistakes, 

Oh  dear,  what  a  lot  of  patience  it  takes. 

Going  off  duty  at  seven  o’clock, 

Tired,  discouraged,  just  ready  to  drop. 

Called  back  on  duty  at  seven-fifteen, 

With  woe  in  her  heart,  but  it  must  not  be 
seen. 

Morning,  evening,  noon  and  night 
just  doing  it  over  and  hoping  it’s  right. 

When  we  lay  down  our  caps  and  cross  the 
bar 

Oh  Lord,  will  You  give  me  just  one  little  star? 
To  wear  in  our  crown  on  the  uniform  new 
In  that  city  above  where  the  head  nurse  is 
You. 


W  5  r,  water,  everywhere,  and  not  a  drop 

to  drink. 


FEBRUARY  1955 


Be  it  Ever  so  Humble,  there’s  No  Place  Like 
Home. 

— Grace  McIntyre. 

The  Old  Master  Painter  From  the  Far  Away 
Hills. 

— Mary  Byers. 

Oh  johnny!  Oh  Johnny!  How  You  Can  Love. 

— Pat  Mansell. 

Sleepy  Time  Gal. 

— Joan  Gibbons. 

How’re  You  Going  to  Keep  Her  Down  on  the 
Farm. 

Louise  Dickin. 

Bewitched,  Bothered  and  Bewildered. 

— Nancy  McDonald. 

Dry  Bones 

— Claire  Campbell. 

The  Squid-jiggin’  Grounds. 

— June  Godden. 

I  Lost  My  Heart  in  Haiti. 

— May  Vermae. 

Gentlemen  Prefer  Blondes. 

— Carol  Coleman. 

C’est  Si  Bon. 

—-Leona  Williams. 

Anna. 

— Anna  Ksenica. 

I  Wonder  Who’s  Kissing  Her  Now. 

— Mary  Lou  Levis. 

Dark  Eyes. 

— Ann  Nemerosky. 

Diamonds  are  a  Girl’s  Best  Friend. 

— Phoebe  Hoan. 

Younger  Than  Springtime  Am  I 
— Lois  Harrison. 

It’s  a  Grand  Old  Name. 

— Mary  Scott. 

Five  Foot  Two  Eyes  of  Blue. 

— Shirley  Snedden. 


Dr.  Couch: 

My  scrub  nurse  like  little  Bo-Peep 
Who  slumbered  when  minding  her  sheep 
Gets  weary  on  duty,  thus  loses  her  beauty 
So  I  HURRY,  lest  she  fall  asleep. 


Maria  Petroponanitchakiski  had  been  told 
of  the  death  of  her  lover. 

“Tell  me,”  she  sobbed,  ‘did  he  mention 
my  name  before  he  died?” 

“Part  of  it,”  replied  the  doctor. 
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TWAS  THE  NIGHT 

By  Jerry  Sccsrr 

Twas  one  nite  before  morning 
When  all  thru’  the  ward 
Not  a  “Creature”  was  stirring 
Especially  the  ord. 

The  book  work  was  laid  into  view  with  great 
care 

In  hopes  that  the  Supervisor  soon  would 
appare 

The  patients  were  nestled  all  snug  in  their 

beds, 

Worn  out  from  long  visits  from  students  of 
meds. 

With  my  feet  on  the  desk  and  my  head  in 
my  lap, 

I’d  just  settled  down  for  a  long  night’s  nap. 
When  out  from  the  ward  there  arose  such  a 
clatter, 

I  sprang  from  my  chair  to  see  what  was  the 
matter. 

Away  to  the  tap  room  to  pick  up  my  flash, 

I  tripped  over  my  foot  and  fell  with  a  crash. 
The  moon  on  the  breach  of  the  new  fallen 
snow 

Gave  a  lustre  of  mid-day  to  “objects  below, 
When  what  to  my  wondering  eyes  did  I  see 
But  a  little  old  man  perched  on  one  knee, 

With  cute  little  eyes  so  vacant  and  icy, 

I  knew  in  a  moment  he  belonged  over  in 
Psyche. 

More  rapid  than  eagles  the  others  they  woke 
And  he  whistled  and  shouted  while  calmly 
I  spoke : 

Mr.  Glutz!  Mr.  jones!  Mr.  Zweig!  Mr.  Smith! 
Mr.  OneWing  Low!  Mr.  Oish!  Mr.  Billing- 
ham  -Sm  ith ! 

To  the  sides  of  their  beds! 

One’s  climbing  the  Wall! 

That  little  old  man 
Made  the  end  of  the  hall! 

?aves  that  before  the  wild  hurricane  fly, 
they  meet  with  an  obstacle,  mount 
o  the  sky, 

ie  corridor  he  pattered  along 
l  is  gown  like  a  flimsy  sarong. 

Am  q  twinkling  he  stopped  with  a 

start 


And  I  braked  in  a  hurry  with  my  mouth  in 
my  heart. 

Disentangling  my  feet  and  gaining  more 
ground, 

I  suddenly  leapt  to  his  side  with  a  bound. 

And  patting  his  head  and  stroking  his  arm, 

I  attempted  to  make  with  that  nursery 
charm — 

But  such  a  crafty  old  devil  was  he 
That  he  slithered  right  down  on  that  well- 
worn  knee. 

My  eyes — how  they  twinkled! 

My  dimples,  how  merry! 

As  I  entreated  and  coaxed  and  implored 
while  he  tarried. 

His  implacable  mouth  was  devoid  of  all 
humour 

Whilst  I  in  my  turn  was  becoming  much 
gloomier, 

He  clutched  at  my  arm  and  stared  off  into 
space 

As  tho’  he  were  elsewhere  than  this  sacred 
place — 

Then  chattering  gaily  he  hailed  an  old  friend 
Who  with  the  walls  did  seemingly  blend 
Then  Margaret  and  Daisy  hove  into  his  view 
And  their  ancient  acquaintances  he  started 
anew. 

He  was  chortling  and  cackling,  a  right  jolly 
old  elf, 

And  I  shuddered  and  groaned  in  spite  of 
myself. 

A  blink  of  his  eye  and  a  twitch  of  his  head, 
Soon  gave  me  to  know  I  had  everything  to 
dread. 

He  spoke  not  a  word,  but  went  straight  to 
his  work, 

On  completion  he  yawned  and  turned  with  a 
jerk; 

And  placing  his  finger  inside  of  his  nose, 

And  giving  a  nod,  up  the  corridor  he  rose. 

He  sprang  to  his  bed  and  to  his  god  gave  a 
whistle, 

And  he  shrieked  and  he  hollered  as  tho’  he’d 
lain  on  a  thistle. 

But  I  heard  him  exclaim  ere  he  slid  out  of 
sight: 

Can  I  have  a  pill,  nurse? — haven’t  slept  a 
wink  all  night! 


Miss  Paton:  “But  I’m  from  September 

’54!” 

Miss  Palmer:  “Ignorance  is  no  excuse!” 
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